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Action! 


Author's Notes: 
This was just something | was playing around with and decided to upload. It is alternate universe, it'll probably 
be boring to most of you, and probably not that good lol. | thought | would upload it anyway. l'm open to 


opinions but be gentle, l'm sensitive. 

Phil glanced down at his watch and sighed, impatiently. He was normally a patient man but the main event was 
supposed to be here 20 minutes ago and despite being a young guy, he was serious about business. 

"They're here Phil," Viv called from behind the bar. 

Phil sighed in relief and watched them approach the stage. Their set had been taken care of earlier in the 
night. All they needed to do was play. They were some little band called Rockandi but people seemed to like 
them, or rather, they liked their blond lead singer. So Phil made them a main event every Saturday at his club 


due to the positive responses he received from the crowds. 


"Joe's here," Viv called out. 


Phil nodded lightly and took a sip of the whisky as Joe took a stance next to him and asked for rum to start 
off with. Joe didn't say anything at first but this was usual for them when they greeted each other. Phil 
looked his way eventually and simply nodded with a light smile. 

"How was work?" Phil asked. 

"As you would expect at a record store," Joe replied, quickly. 

"Boring day?" Phil asked another question. 

"Well we got a lot of customers but l'm used to it," Joe replied, quickly once again 

Phil had known Joe since their teenage years and every since he got his club, The Hysteria Code, Joe was 
always supportive of him. Phil tried to be supportive of Joe too but he knew the man got bored easily and it 
was clear he was bored of his job. 


"Why don't you find another job?" Phil asked. 


"The economy is struggling, you know nowhere is eager to hire," Joe responded, coolly, "At least at the record 


store, | have a job that involves music." 

"That's true, at least--" Phil started, but Joe pointed out a man who walked in. 

"Who is that?" Joe asked, interrupting Phil. 

"I don't know, | don't remember seeing him before," Phil responded, squinting his eyes. 


"Oh that's Steve, | don't know much about him but he comes in every once in awhile. He's kind of reserved, | 


only got his name the last time he was here even though he has visited more than once," Viv said from 


behind the bar. 

Steve walked up to the bar as Viv moved over to him and asked him what he wanted before going to make 
him a long island iced tea. Joe seemed fascinated by the man and Phil had to admit, he was a handsome lad, he 
still didn't see why Joe was so fascinated by him. 

"Ey mate," Joe said, nonchalantly. 

"Hello," Steve answered. 


"| don't recall seeing you before," Joe said, flashing a smile. 


His smile seemed to catch Steve's interest because the minute Joe flashed those dimples, Steve's attention 


was fully on him. Phil chuckled quietly and offered a hand before stepping back himself. He said nothing to Joe's 


mischievous tactics and decided to let Joe do whatever it was he was trying to do. 

He had to admit though, Steve was quite the looker now that he was looking at him up close. His hair was a 
light brown shade though it could be mistaken for a dark blond. He had really nice eyes though due to the 
lighting, he was unable to catch the color at the moment. He had a slim lean figure and he was taller than him 
but shorter than Joe. Joe may have those attractive dimples and killer eyes but Steve had a nice smile 
himself. 

"Don't recall seeing you either mate," Steve answered with a chuckle. 

"I come here often, my friend owns the club," Joe said, pointing at Phil. "lm Joe by the way." 

Had Joe just gone stupid? How very odd. He was a smart lad with his words normally but Steve seemed to 
have him in a trance or something. Or maybe it was the other way around and Joe was playing off it. OF 
course knowing Joe the way he did, Phil wouldn't be surprised if the latter option was the case. 

"Steve," Steve answered, introducing himself. 


It took Viv a few tries to get his name but Joe got it in one try? Really? Figures. 


"And l'm Phil," Phil chuckled. "So do you come here for the music? The alcohol? Or is it just convenient on your 


way home?" 


| can get alcohol anywhere mate, | love the music and this place happens to play rock music," Steve chuckled, 


too. 

‘Its hard to find rock music around here," Joe complained. 

"Tell me about it, even the radio stations aren't kind to it," Steve responded. 

I'll catch you guys later, | have to make sure everything is running smoothly,” Phil said, as Joe waved him off. 
Phil made his way around the club and found Joe and Steve were still chatting by the time he came back. He 
almost wanted to laugh because Joe was flashing those smiles and mischievous smirks. He couldn't help but to 
find Steve appealing too but he still wondered what it was that Joe was aiming for. 

"Hey Phil, Steve says he knows how to play guitar, do you think he could play here?" Joe asked. 


"Sure," Phil nodded. 


"No, I'm not ready," Steve said, though Phil sensed something more was behind his reasons for choosing not to 


play. 


"Well if you ever change your mind, you're welcome to my stage," Phil smiled, slightly. 


"Yeah, thanks mate," Steve nodded. 


Phil didn't find out Joe's angle was until two months later when he found them outside the club, kissing. Steve 
had been coming around a lot more in the last two months and he had gotten awfully close to Joe, though Joe 
still didn't seem to know a whole lot about him. Joe had a hand over Steve's shoulder and while the younger lad 
was more hesitant, he seemed to warm up to the idea of them. The kiss broke a minute later and Joe gazed 
at just his lips for a moment. 

| should go," Steve said. 

"Why?" Joe asked, 

"What are you really after Joe?" Steve asked. 

"You, it doesn't have to be one way or the other but | want you in some way," Joe said, bluntly. 

"Why? I'm not that fascinating and stop with those short answers," Steve sighed. 

"Yes you are and | can't explain it Steve, you are attractive and | did notice it but there was something else | 
can't quite put my finger on. You are the first person | can't figure out, you're a challenge and one | accept. Is 
that answer long enough for you?" Joe answered back. 

Steve was starting to notice how snappy and bold Joe was at times. He found it both amusing and vastly 
annoying at the same time if that made any sense. He chuckled at his own thoughts, which no doubt made Joe 
wonder what the hell he was on about. 

"To hell with you and your bloody fascination," Steve shot back. 

"Right back at you," Joe snickered. 

"lm leaving," Steve grumbled. 


"I'm coming to your place," Joe insisted. 


Fine, come on but don't make me regret it," Steve answered, indicating they weren't really that mad at each 


other. 


If Steve had never been with another man, it was apparent Joe was determined to change his mind on that. It 


was an odd sight but Joe seemed infatuated with Steve but the affection seemed to be returned. 


Scar 


Author's Notes: 
Each character will get their turn but | explored Steve a bit with this chapter. 


Steve gazed at the stage with a cigarette dangling between his lips. He didn't seem concerned about the fact 
that Joe was late. In fact, he was less concerned than Joe had been when he came in late. Phil was chatting 
with a music journalist who went by the name of Rick Savage. Steve used to know him mildly from middle 
school but that was awhile ago. 

"Do you know where Joe is?" Viv asked. 

"He's running late at work but he'll be here," Steve answered. 

It would figure. He already knew where Joe was. That explained why he wasn’t more curious though. 

"Steve, are Joe and you-" Viv started, before being interrupted. 

"Why does it matter? Did you want him?" Steve asked. 

It doesn't and | don't, | didn't mean to offend you," Viv said, holding up his hands. 


"Look, I'm sorry, my mind is elsewhere," Steve sighed "We are something | guess, | don't know what." 


Steve almost seemed hesitate to admit it for one reason or another. Viv didn't inquire on it though; he found 


no reason to and he normally kept his nose out of things that were none of his business. 

"Ah! I'm sure you'll figure it out,” Viv said, nodding. 

"| imagine we will," Steve muttered, pulling his guitar close. 

Joe walked through the door not too long after with his usually smug expression. He simply smirked at Steve 
before he followed Phil to the stage. He helped him take the former band's set down and set up for the next 
performance. He returned to Steve after that and asked for a mixed drink 

"You're late," Steve hummed. 


"I told you | would be," Joe said. 


"You're later than you said," Steve chuckled. 


"A riot broke out on the streets over the thousands of lost jobs. People are angry and | can't blame them," 
Joe said, nonchalantly. 


"More jobs are expected to be lost according to the news," Steve mused. "My job is probably at stake." 


"A lot of people probably saw the news reports but Steve, you never told me what it is you work for so what 
do you do?" Joe said. 


"You never asked but | work at the shipyards mate," Steve answered 

"| think a few lads from the shipyard were fired in the job losses," Joe said after a minute. 

"| know and that's why Im sure my job is in danger," Steve responded, putting out his cigarette out. 

Steve stopped talking when Phil and Sav walked up to the bar. He let Joe converse with them and listened to 


bits and pieces of what they were saying. They seemed to be talking about the job market as well and Phil 


seemed to be worried about his club while Joe mentioned he was worried too. 

"So Rick--" Joe started. 

"Sav." Steve hummed. 

"What?" Joe asked, glancing over his shoulder at Steve. 

"He likes to be called Sav," Steve said. "| remember that from middle school." 

"He's right," Sav chuckled. "Nice to see you again, Steve." 

Steve waved without turning his head and lit another cig to puff on. His fingers drummed the hard surface as 
Joe turned his attention away. Steve was a perplexing person and he still hadn't completely figured him out yet, 
which was proving to be a bigger challenge than expected. 


"Anyway Sav, you're a music journalist right? Are they looking to hire?" Joe asked. 


"They might be one of the few places who will hire you, you bring them a story and they'll consider hiring 


you," Sav answered. 


Joe's smirk indicated he was pleased with that answer and he said nothing more. Steve leaned down to grab his 
guitar and made his exit from the club. Phil frowned as Viv shrugged his shoulders, seeing as he was unaware 
of any issues Steve may be feeling. He was a little snappy earlier but he didn't necessarily seem to be in a bad 


mood. 


Steve fell back against the sofa of his flat and Joe was quick to smother his body with his own. His lips met 
with Joe's lips and without hesitation, he ceased his struggles. Joe's fingers were playing with the loops of his 
pants while he proceeded to explore his mouth with his tongue. Steve only broke the kiss when Joe teased the 
zipper to his pants. 

"What is your problem?" Steve asked, frowning. 

"You, your attitude, and your mixed messages. Why won't you let me in?" Joe replied. 

"Oh you've been in," Steve chuckled, sarcastically. 


"You know what | mean," Joe groaned. 


"Let's just go our separate ways and call this friendship while we still have that," Steve said. "You don't need to 
know anything." 


"You're not pushing me away that easily," Joe chuckled, and Steve hated that he was attracted to that 


cockiness and that amusement Joe seemed to have. 


"Every friend who gets close to me backs out, they leave, it's better if | don't trust. Joe, if you ever did me 
wrong, | would curse myself for putting myself out there. If you--" Steve rambled. 


| won't do that to you Steve but you have to stop assuming without giving me a chance. Now stop," Joe 


sighed. 
Steve stared at him blankly before his gaze softened and he leaned back with a nod. Joe leaned in for a kiss 


again and to his satisfaction, Steve put up no struggle. Steve's tense muscles seemed to relax with each touch, 


kiss, and caress. 


Steve woke up in his bedroom at around bam and glanced at the clock. His eyes took in his surroundings, 
including the disregarded clothes on the ground and the warm lump beside him. He knew they moved into the 
bedroom but he didn't expect Joe to stay the night. 

"Ey, Joe?" Steve whispered. 

"What?" Joe groaned. 


"| have to go to work, not that | like those irresponsible wankers but | have to," he said. "Get up!" 


“Oil All right," Joe groaned, again. 


Sav leaned against the stage and watched Phil tune a guitar. The club was technically closed but those who 
knew Phil had access to it. Joe leaned against the bar and watched from afar as Viv finished cleaning up. 


"The club's been getting good reviews," Joe commented. 
"Sav started that," Phil smirked. 


A smirk presented itself across Joe's features but he chose not to make a perverted comment. "Sav, you 


have to get me that job." 
"Give me a story and | will," Sav smiled, slightly. 


Joe seemed satisfied with that answer and nodded, before returning to his drink. Joe did as he was told and 
spent most of the day trying to get Sav a story to report on when Viv tapped his shoulder. 


"Joe, there's been an accident at the shipyard," Viv said, slowly. "Its a fire-- is that the place Steve works?" 
Joe glanced up as Viv turned up the radio that was reporting the news of the shipyard accident. Steve called 


them irresponsible wankers but he didn't realize how true that was. He hoped to God Steve wasn't trapped 


somewhere or burning, or something horrible like that. 
'|--" Joe said, surprising Phil because Joe was never speechless. "I don't know what shipyard Steve works at." 


"Don't jump to conclusions Joe, I'm sure he's okay," Phil said, softly. 


Joe nodded slowly and took a deep breath as he waited for some sign from Steve. 


Stage Fright 


Author's Notes: 
Progression finally. The next part is finally here. 


It was approximately a hour later when Steve finally walked in the door and Joe was the first to greet him. 


Joe released a sigh of relief and asked about the shipyard accident and if he was there. 


"Yes | was there. I'm sorry, | came as soon as | could | was forced to take a visit to the hospital," Steve 
responded, appearing to be in shock still 


"What happened mate?" Phil asked. 


"| don't really know completely, | remember some irresponsible lad smoking near the flammable objects and 


around ten minutes later, coppers were being called out. Didn't | say they were wankers?" Steve answered. 
"Arseholes!" Joe frowned. "I hope they plan to take action." 

"I think they will," Steve nodded, 

Joe was satisfied with the answer and he seemed to calm down after that. Steve didn't appear to want to stay 


for long so Joe took him home and stayed with him that night. He wouldn't say it out loud but that gave him a 


bit of a scare. 


Joe walked in the club after closing hours and walked up to the bar. As promised, Sav got him the job as a 
music journalist after he got a story on an upcoming band. Joe liked this job much better, although he had 
only been working at it for a few months. 

"Ey Joe, late night?" Phil asked. 


"Yeah, this story is taking up a lot of time, " Joe replied. "It's great." 


The sound of a guitar caught his ears and he glanced toward the stage to see Steve with his guitar. Steve 
played a riff from a classic Led Zeppelin song and when he finished, he found all eyes on him. 


"What?" Steve asked. 


"That's the first time | ever heard you play, why don't you play more?" Joe replied with a question of his own. 
"Don't know, | feel comfortable enough now," Steve answered, shrugging. 
"You're amazing mate, you should play for the club," Phil said, nodding. 


"| don't know," Steve chuckled. 


"C'mon mate, how about | book you for one of the lesser busy days and if you're comfortable after that, | can 


book you for a busier day," Phil said. 
"Just try it Stevie," Joe nodded. 


"Alright mate, you win," Steve chuckled. 


Two nights later, Steve waited backstage and paced the small area with his guitar. He was set to perform 
tonight but now that the time was here, he wasn't so sure about this. 


"Joe, maybe I'm not ready,” Steve said. 

"You'll be fine love, just play like you did a few nights ago," Joe replied. 

Steve wasn't so sure but he nodded and walked onto the stage when his name was announced. He took a deep 
breath and the stage fright seemed to fade the minute his fingers touched the strings. He could hear people 
clapping and whistling along and that only fed his energy. He strummed while his fingers moved along the fret 


of the guitar. Steve looked his most relaxed on stage and Joe smirked in approval. 


The next day, Steve read the positive review by Sav, followed by a few more who seemed to follow his actions. 


Not that there weren't negative reviews, there were some, but he generally received a positive response. 

| have to work, I'll see you guys,” Steve said. 

"I still loathe that you work in that shipyard, | thought you were considering a job change," Joe said. 

"Yes, we talked about this," Steve said. "The market has crashed again and nobody is hiring, | need the job Joe." 
"Are you sure you want to keep working?" Joe asked. 


"Joe, | have to. | will be fine, I'll call you later," Steve responded. 


Once Steve's work shift ended, Steve arrived at Joe's flat and walked right in after Joe opened the door. He 
crashed on the couch and pulled out a cig from his bag, while yawning softly. The expression across his facial 
features changed when Joe grabbed the cigarette and tossed it in the trash bin 

"Bloody wanker," Steve groaned. 

"Go out on the balcony if you want to smoke," Joe chuckled. 

"To hell with you," Steve hissed, while tossing his bag to the floor. 

"We had this idea with the club and you--" 

‘If you want me to be a regular performer, no, that was a onetime gig," Steve interrupted. 

"Why?" 

"| loved being on stage Joe, | did, but--just no," Steve sighed. 

"Fine." 

"Don't get too disappointed, you knew what | would say and | have my reasons for my answer," Steve said. 
"Yeah but | hoped | was wrong." 

"Well you weren't, now change the subject," Steve said. "How is your new career?" 

"Whatever you want, for now, the career is good, it's what | wanted,” Joe nodded. 

Steve sighed and nodded, before he stepped out onto the balcony. He lit himself a cigarette and closed his eyes, 
enjoying the light breeze blowing against his face. He listened to the sounds of people downstairs and clenched 
the railing. He didn't realize his face had tensed up at the thoughts roaming his head until he opened his eyes. 
He felt Joe's hand touch his shoulder and shook his head with a chuckle. 

"Ey Joe," Steve said, quietly. 

"| been meaning to tell you something love," Joe said, quietly. 


Steve exhaled the smoke that filled his lungs and sighed. "What is it?" 


"The record store is closing down--" Joe started, tangling his fingers in the fabric of Steve's shirt. “They'll fire 


me in the next few weeks." 
"Bloody hell!" Steve muttered. 


‘| mean | was going to quit once this job took off anyway but | needed the money in the meantime," Joe 


continued explaining. 


"l'Il see what | can do and if your current job doesn't take off in the next few weeks, well, we'll work something 


out," Steve nodded, without needing to be convinced although Joe wasn't looking for help necessarily. 
"I hate relying on other people," Joe grumbled. 


"The way | see it, you may have no other choice,’ Steve chuckled, before he finally turned and kissed Joe. "Now 


stop complaining.” 


Approximately three hours later, Sav leaned against the outside wall and smirked at the sight of Phil pacing. 
Phil had this annoying habit of pacing and Sav had noticed it since he began seeing him. Phil paced when he was 
worried, he paced when he was impatient, he just paced a lot. 

"Bloody hell Phillip, they're coming," Sav chuckled. 

"They're twenty minutes late," Phil frowned. "| swear Joe does this to me on purpose.” 

"Relax Phil," Joe said from a small distance. 

Phil turned to see Joe and Steve walking up with lazy smiles plastered across their features. Joe expression 
appeared to be more amused than that of his lover but that was no surprise from him. Steve wore a half 
opened shirt and he looked more relaxed than Phil had ever seen him since meeting him. 

"What is the rush Phil?" Joe asked, smirking. 

"Nothing but I'm hungry and l'm anxious to hear about your ideas for my club," Phil groaned. 

"| am too," Steve nodded, smiling lazily. 

Phil led them into the little restaurant and took a back table since Steve appeared to have this shy streak. 
Steve asked for a tea and Joe seconded that request whereas Sav asked for coffee, and Phil opted for water. 


Joe waited until they got some food ordered before he cleared his throat. 


| was thinking about the club." Joe started. "Maybe the Hysteria code could use a new worker." 


"| wouldn't be opposed to that but who would | hire at this time?" Phil groaned. 
"How about Steve?" Joe smirked 
"Really Steve?" Phil questioned. 


"Ill work for you but don't ask me to perform, I'll come to you if | decide to perform. | can work as a guitar 


tech or as one of the stage setup crew, or something with the music," Steve answered. 
"What about your job at the shipyards?" Phil asked. 


"Joe is eager to see me quit so I'll quit but I'll do it my way. lIl slow down my work schedule first and after 


two months, I'll quit,” Steve replied. 


Joe literally did the impossible, he got Steve to offer his services and even consider performing at some point. 


Phil had known him to be a miracle worker but it still baffled him every time he thought about it 
"What do you say, Phil?" Joe asked, smirking, 

"Yes, absolutely, of course you can work for me," Phil smiled, scratching his head 

"Perfect!" Joe sat back in his seat 


Nothing was said about it again for the rest of the day. They didn't want Steve to change his mind and seeing 


that he was temperamental at times, that could happen. 


Work it Out 


Author's Notes: 
From here and on, you'll be getting into their heads a little more. Sorry if this came out boring. 


After spending a day with Joe and Steve, Sav brought Phil to his place and showed him around. It was a 2- 
bedroom flat that was decorated in whites, blacks, and neutrals with splashes of color. Sav was doing well for 
himself but Phil wondered how he could afford this place. 


"| always pictured you for someone who liked basic white interior with splashes of black," Phil commented. 


"No, in some things, its fine but not everything," he chuckled. "White is considered the color of all colors 
though." 


"Do you consider white a color?" Phil asked. 
"Aye because it is, white is the blending of all colors, it is a color. However, if we go on black, black is the 
absence of colors and therefore not considered a color although most average lads consider it a color," Sav 


explained. 


| consider black a color, does that make me wrong?" Phil asked, curious as to how Sav would respond to the 
question. 


"Not exactly, most lads and lasses do, even | do though | know what are logically considered colors and what 
are not, but if you were to ask a scientist, black is technically not a color. It is the absence of colors," Sav 
said. 

Phil didn't know why they were having this conversation but he found the way Sav's mind worked intriguing to 
say the least. Sav was an intelligent lad and he liked getting bits and pieces of his mind. Now Sav was giving him 
this knowing look though. He imagined it was the kind of look Sav gave someone when he knew something and 
they didn't, or at least that's what it reminded him of. 

"What?" Phil questioned, curiously. 

"You're testing me," Sav said. 


"Not necessarily, | like hearing your opinions," Phil said. "Truly, | do." 


"Even about colours?" Sav asked. 


"Yes, about colours even or the lack of colour," Phil chuckled. "I'd like to hear your opinions more." 


Sav let out a chuckle of his own and tilted his head. "Another time, I'll give you opinions about whatever you 


want to hear. Now | should finish a story l'm working on, you can stay if you'd like or do you need to go?" 
"Soon | should go but | can stay for now," Phil answered. 


Phil remained with him for the rest of the day until afternoon came along. He did leave for the club then while 


Sav remained behind at his place and continued working on his story. 


Steve laid in Joe's bed, eyes closed, legs spread slightly, panting softly. Joe shifted beneath the sheets and 
brushed his fingers through his hair as he looked toward Steve. He chuckled at the look Steve was giving him 
and shook his head. Steve was particular and he didn't like the dirtiness of sex so he always made Joe clean up 


after they did it. 


"Stop looking at me that way, l'm going," Joe said, as he brought Steve's fingers to his lips. Joe really didn't 
show those intimate moments often but when he did, Steve didn't pull away. 


Steve's face curled into a smirk"Not fast enough." 

Joe snickered and pulled away to clean up the mess they left on his bed. Steve did eventually get up to shower 
and when he came back, the sheets were changed and Joe had cleaned himself up. Steve climbed back in the 
bed and grabbed his cigarettes on the end table. 

"Let me smoke inside," Steve muttered. 

"Go ahead, you will eventually but just this once," Joe snickered. 

Steve stuck the cigarette between his lips and lit it, almost daring Joe to try and take it now. Joe only chuckled 


at the response and the only thing that stopped him from reacting was his loose hold on the cigarette, which 
he supposed Steve, was doing that on purpose. All right, he won for now but only for now. 


Viv hurried through the doors and waved a hand at Phil. He quickly made his way behind the bar and took over 
his position He was the type of man who would show up early but as of late, he had been late due to 


situations at home. 


"So sorry mate," Viv sighed. "I will try to stop this.” 
"| don't know what's going on Viv but something is and if you need some time off.. 
"No Phil, it's fine, I'm working it out," Viv interrupted. 


"If you're sure, then okay," Phil nodded. 


It hadn't even been forty-eight hours when Steve finished his first shift at the Hysteria code. He arrived 
before the club opened to the public and remained there until the club closed. He chose to be a stage 
technician and he seemed to be good at it too. 

"Did you like working here mate?" Phil asked. 

"Yeah | did," Steve answered. "I want this job permanently Phil." 

"Well you got it," Phil nodded. 

Joe walked in the club and leaned against the counter without saying a word to anyone. Steve glanced up and 
narrowed his eyes, before jumping off the stage and joining Joe's side. Phil watched them for a minute and 
sucked a breathe when Joe walked up to him. 

"I lost my job at the record store," Joe said, casually. 


"I'm sorry Joe," Phil sighed. "You don't sound too upset though." 


'| wasn't exactly excited for the job but | needed the income until this job made more money for me," Joe 


explained. ‘lm not surprised though, | knew it was coming but | didn't expect it this soon" 

"| see," Phil mused, "Do you lads want to go out and get our minds off these stresses?" 

"| need to save my money," Viv smiled, slightly. 

"Don't fret Viv, II buy for you," Phil chuckled 

"And Ill buy for Joe but | can only stay out for a few, | still have my job at the shipyards," Steve said 


"Aye, let's go," Joe nodded. 


The night turned out to be a night of drinking, blurry images, and passing out in the car. Steve made it home 
just barely an hour ago and then had to call into work. Steve hated calling into work and for a stupid reason 


like that of all things but he couldn't function like this. 


Steve rolled over and nearly jumped when he noticed the lump that was Joe beside him, fast asleep. He pulled 


the blanket up over his chest and looked alarmed at the sight of him. Wait! Why was this a big deal? 

Joe had seen him in this position before, in fact he had seen him in less clothing before. This was his lover 
lying beside him; it wasn't a stranger or anything. Oh how he detested calling him that, he rather the term 
boyfriend or something along those lines. He chuckled quietly at how much he was thinking about this. 

Joe really was attractive when he slept like this. He was attractive anyway but when he was asleep, he looked 
peaceful and he wasn't making some smug remark. His chest moved softly with each breath and his hair lay 
across his face when he slept. his hand was gently placed against the sheets under him and despite his 
peaceful demeanor, his expression seemed to be changing. Steve stopped studying Joe and got up to make 
himself a cup of some brew. 

"Bloody fool," Steve muttered to himself while pulling his shirt off the ground and over his chest. 

"Why?" Joe asked, quietly. 

Steve turned to see Joe's eyes half open and that smirk plastered across his face. Steve could only imagine 
how long he had been awake and God forbid if he knew Steve was studying him. The way he looked at him was 
all knowing, almost like he knew something Steve didn't. That seemed to be going around a lot lately. The thing 
was Steve knew many things he didn't so he could play this game all day. 

"Nothing, do you want brew?" Steve replied. 

"Aye, sure," Joe sighed. 

"Why are you sighing? Is it bothering you that much?" Steve asked. 

"No, my job situation is not the most desirable situation and this bloody headache is a killer," Joe groaned. 

"I told you | would help you Joe and | have prescribed pain relief in the bathroom," Steve said. 

"Prescribed?" 


"I broke my ribs a few months before | met you and they gave me medicine," he said. "It's still good” 


"What were you doing to break your ribs?" 


"Keep out of my business love and just take the damn medicine," Steve chuckled. 


Steve walked out of the room without anything else said. Joe shrugged his shoulders and walked into the 


bathroom for the pain relief. He didn't fuss too much over it although he wished Steve would let him in more. 


From the Inside 


Author's Notes: 
A breakthrough in a relationship 


Sometime later, Joe brushed dust particles of his jacket and glanced out the window of his flat. He could hear 
Phil moving around the flat with his cup of brew. Phil had a habit of visiting him every Sunday, it was just 
something they did since they were teenagers. 


"So why haven't you and Steve moved in together yet mate? You've been together longer than Sav and |," Phil 
stated. "Not that l'm trying to pressure you but | am curious." 


"We like our space," Joe simply replied. "He has got to be the hardest challenge | ever accepted because see, he 
is not a job or dream l'm trying to concur. He is a living person and | can't force anything on him like | could 
with anything else." 


"Let me ask you this; is it all just a challenge? Is that all you are to each other?" Phil asked. 


"No mate but it perplexes me that | can't figure him out. He won't let me in though and I'm trying to figure 
out why. Of course | care about him though," Joe chuckled. 


"Joe, did it ever occur to you that he might be aware of the challenge you set upon yourself?" Phil asked. 


"Of course he knows, | told him from the start he was a challenge that | accepted. | do love him though Phil, 
probably more than | meant to," Joe said, though he didn't mean to let the ‘L' word slip. 


Phil opened his mouth to reply but stopped himself and smiled slightly when he heard a knock at the door. Phil 
took a seat on the sofa and let Joe answer the door. He heard the door open and shut, followed by Steve 
walking in with Joe following after him. 

"Ey Phil," Steve said, acknowledging his friend. 

"Ello Steve, rough day? You look done in mate,” Phil replied. 

Steve smiled and nodded. "It was just a long day at the shipyard" 


"You been working way too much Steve, but we should talk about something else," Joe said, clearing his throat. 


"Sure love, we can go in--" 


"No need, Phil knows and Sav knows, we just haven't told you yet," Joe interrupted. 

"Told me what?" Steve asked, eyeing him. 

"Well Sav and | started talking about music and well, Phil joined in the conversation We thought it might be 
neat to have a band, Sav is an expert with the bass and Phil can play guitars. I'll sing but Steve, you are 
amazing with the guitar, you would be an amazing addition. If you wanted, you could be our co-lead guitarist," 
Joe explained. 

‘Ils this a sure decision now?" Steve asked. "Who is the drummer?" 

"Not 100% love but we're pretty sure this is what we want. We still have to give it some more time and 
thought but if we do this, Viv has already agreed to take over the club. He has some things he needs to deal 
with so he won't join us and as for a drummer, we haven't got one yet," Joe said. 

"A band eh?" Steve replied 

"Yeah, it'd be great love," Joe said. 


"Ill give it some thought," Steve nodded. 


Joe smiled in satisfaction as if he knew Steve would agree to it eventually. Phil nodded but ultimately excused 


himself to the loo, leaving Joe and Steve alone in the lounge. 

"You've been distant lately," Joe mused. 

"| just been tired," Steve sighed. 

"Steve, I've seen you tired, are you growing frustrated?” Joe asked, bluntly. 
Steve turned to glare at him. "l..am.tired, not frustrated with you." 


"| didn't say frustrated with me yet you filled in the blanks," Joe said, humming lightly. "Bloody hell, you're a 
challenge to deal with." 


"What else was | to assume? Why do you care anyway? All | am is a challenge to you, what? Are you trying 
to quit this ‘challenge’ because you can't figure it out?" Steve shot back. 


Joe could sense how fast he got defensive but the only reason he started the conversation was to talk about 
their relationship. It turned down a more frustrating road though and Joe supposed he was partially to blame 


for that. He tended to blurt out what was in his mind, whether he meant to or not. 


"| never quit a challenge and no matter, that's not exactly true. | said you were the challenge | couldn't figure 
out, fair enough, | am determined to figure you out but that isn't all you are to me Stephen, you are more to 
me than you realize so stop it with this attitude of yours. Seriously, you're starting to annoy me mate," Joe 


said, calmly despite the tense conversation 
"To hell with you and your damn dream band," Steve snapped. 


Steve turned and exited Joe's flat without another word. Joe didn't try to stop him either, he figured he could 
use a little air, and then he would try to make amends. On the other hand, Steve got in his car and drove off 


toward his place. 
Who was Joe to say anything? Why did he even try to start something? 


That man has some nerve saying that, seeing as he was the one who used him from the start. He was the 
challenge Joe couldn't figure out and he wanted to attempt the challenge. Steve supposed he was partially to 
blame too though; he let this continue because Joe didn't abandon him. Only because Steve refused to open up 
to him, what would happen if he opened up? Would Joe still stay? Joe confessed he had feelings deeper than 
that so he would stay, wouldn't he? 


Steve snickered and shook his head at the thoughts in his head because they were becoming distracting now. 
Steve glanced out the window and slammed on the breaks and it was just in time. The vehicle skid and barely 
missed crashing into a tree. It was hard enough for Steve to jerk forward and hit against the wheel. His body 
jerked back against the seat and he sat there for a moment, or at least he thought it was a moment until he 
heard horns honking and immediately he drove again. He drove himself home and hissed as he began favoring 
his neck. He eventually went inside and immediately went for the pain killers before picking up the phone. He 
could call his mother or Joe but he ultimately decided on calling Joe's home phone. 

"Ello?" Joe answered. 

"| almost crashed," Steve blurted out. 

"What? Are you alright?" Joe asked. 

| managed to avoid an actual accident but Joe, | hurt my neck," Steve answered. 

Joe seemed to take a minute to reply. "Let me come over, | know you're ticked off with me but--" 

"Just forget that Joe, I've let it go right now, come over," Steve interrupted, groaning. 


"Right, I'll be right over," Joe said. 


Steve hung up the phone and laid back on the bed, sighing softly. Joe had a key so he could get in and Steve 


decided to close his eyes. He didn't realize he blacked out until he found Joe hovering over him the second he 


opened his eyes. It might have been the first time he had seen actual worry expressed across Joe's features. 
"How do you feel?" Joe asked, 
"Drowsy, | took one of those pain killers," Steve answered, quickly, "I was in deep thought and | almost crashed." 


| should have stopped you from leaving but | thought the breath of fresh air would be good for you," Joe 


mused. 


"Don't fret Joe, | should have paid attention," Steve said, quietly. "I don't want to open up Joe because | fear 


you will walk out once you concur the ‘challenge’ you accepted. Why else would you stay?" 


"Why not love? Look, | don't understand why you're so easily defensive or why you're insecure but no matter, 
I'm not going to leave. Steve, | do love your difficult, defensive arse, what would | do without it?" Joe chuckled, 


earning a chuckle from Steve too. 


"What do you want to know about me?" Steve asked, smiling a bit, likely a little out of his mind at the moment 
from the pills. 


"Remember when you told me you broke your ribs before we met and you got the pain killers? How did you 


break them?" Joe asked, deciding to start small because he didn't want Steve to retract again 

It was at the shipyards; machinery wasn't properly equipped and fell off the load | was assisting. It fell right 
on me and broke three ribs. | was lucky it was one of the smaller machineries; otherwise it would have killed 
me," Steve explained, "I'l join your damn band if | feel comfortable with the experience." 


"That's all | want and it gets you away from the bloody shipyards," Joe nodded. 


Steve smiled a little before he slipped into unconsciousness again. Joe decided to lay next him and watch him 


until he was fully conscious again. 


When Steve did come to, Joe accompanied him to the doctor's office about his neck. After he agreed to some 
tests, he was eventually told he had mild whiplash and muscle strain. 


Stay With Me 


Author's Notes: 
| have to warn, there is a sex scene in this chapter and | want to warn that sex scenes are NOT my strong 


point by a long shot so | want to apologize now if its horrible. 


Steve walked in the Hysteria Code although he was supposed to be taking it easy. He found Joe and Phil 
chatting by the stage, while Sav sat next to them with a bass in hand. He approached them and sucked in a 
breath as he noticed Joe eyeing him. 


"Ey Steve, we were just talking about the band we wanna put together. We had a guy named Tony for drums 
but he bailed. So we got a guy named Frank and he played a few songs for us, you remember him, but he 


bailed too. We're still without a drummer," Joe explained 


"Maybe you should find a guitarist, | can't play like this Joe," Steve said, though that wasn't the whole reason 
he said that. 


"Don't worry yourself love, we'll wait until you get better. We were going to anyway," Joe said, noticing Steve's 


expression change. "Steve?" 
"Oh yeah, right," Steve nodded. 


Joe pulled Steve away from the others so he could talk to him alone but he didn't say anything right away. He 
gazed at him and Steve knew Joe was studying him but he said nothing about it. 


"What's wrong?" Joe finally asked. 


"Joe, | will have to get out there on stage in front of people. As much as | enjoy the actual performing, 
actually going on stage is just--" Steve started to trail off, making it hard for Joe to hear the last bit of his 


sentence. 


"Steve, you'll be fine, don't focus on the people, just focus on playing and performing your best. Don't worry 
about anyone else," Joe said, calmly. 


"Yeah, okay," Steve said, nodding hesitantly, but Joe always got his way with him. He sort of detested that but 
Joe had this way about him. Even behind that smug expression he always wore, his words always had a way 


of getting to him. 


Viv found himself smoking a lot more lately but the stress was overwhelming and he did everything he could 
to keep his mind at ease. He pressed the cig between his lips and sighed as if it were the best thing he ever 
did. He glanced at the door when he noticed Steve walk out and smiled slightly when Steve appeared to notice 


him. Steve glanced around him before joining Viv on his car. 
"You alright?" Steve asked. 
"Yeah mate, | just got a lot on my mind," Viv smiled, lightly. 


‘Im listening if you ever need a mate to vent to," Steve said, quietly. "| wouldn't say anything if you didn't want 


me to." 


Viv nodded lightly and smiled subconsciously at the door to the club. He wasn't really trying to keep anything 
from anyone but he supposed it did come off that way since he wasn't saying anything about what was going 


on. 


‘It's not a secret really; it's just not something | am anxious to talk about. | have a wife, Melody, and she lost 
her job, and I'm left to carry the burden of the bills. The job losses have hit us hard and we're trying to come 
back from it. Its too much on both of us though, we lost the vehicle because we couldn't afford the payments 
and she had a miscarriage which was really hard on both of us. We have a daughter mate, we're barely 


getting by. We may have to move Steve," Viv explained, not really meaning to unleash on Steve like this. 


"WOW! You got a lot to deal with mate," Steve said, softly. "I'll help you mate but it has to be on the second 
check, | use the first check to help Joe, much to his dismay." 


"| don't want pity Clarky, | just don't want to lose my job but | may have to look for another job if things don't 
look up," Viv replied 


"| don't pity you Viv, | admire you, you have a lot on your mind mate and you still keep going. | couldn't do 
that," Steve smiled, slightly. He knew damn well he couldn't do it; he had a hard time with Joe so he couldn't 
imagine a whole family. 

"Thanks mate," Viv said, softly. 

Steve waved his hand to acknowledge Viv's appreciation and smiled slightly again. He glanced up to see Joe exit 
the club but did nothing to get his attention. It appeared he didn't need to, seeing as Joe glanced his way and 
noticed him. 


"How are you and Joe doing, Clarky?" Viv asked. 


"Well enough," Steve answered, simply. "We are what we are." 


"Steve, you don't sound too enthused," Viv said, softly. 


"We have feelings for each other and he says he loves me but I'm not sure. | don't doubt he has feelings for 
me but | don't know if its love or what it is," Steve admitted. He always found he could confide in Viv without 
any of their conversation getting out. "I do feel for him though, | just don't know if it's love, | don't know what 


love feels like." 

| think you'll figure it out in time but just take your time with everything," Viv said 
‘| will," Steve nodded, before cutting the conversation quickly when Joe walked up. 
"Ey love, let's go," Joe said. 


Steve nodded and followed Joe off since he had indeed walked here. Meanwhile, Viv decided it was time to tell 
Phil and Sav what was going on with him. He knew Phil worried about him and while they hadn't known each 
other as long as Joe and Phil knew each other, they were long time friends. 


Sav sat at the table sighing and looked up toward Phil, who was choosing not to say anything. They were both 
thinking about the same thing now that Viv had told them about his issues, after he confessed to Steve. It put 


a strain on their minds to think Viv might be leaving because of this ordeal. 


"The job market is crashing Phil, people like Viv are suffering from the actions of our government, yet we're 


here thinking about us. We are horrible Phil," Sav said. 


"Sav, we didn't know Vivian was having these problems when we decided we wanted a band. | think we all are 


willing to help him," Phil said. 
| know but Phil, is it right to be so selfish in desperate times?" Sav asked. 


"| wouldn't call it selfish and as for whether it's right or not, maybe it is, maybe its not but we can't stop 
living," Phil sighed. "You know | love Viv as if he was a brother and I'll do what | can to help him but he 


wouldn't want us to freeze our plans for him." 


Sav sighed and nodded idly, though he was still in deep thought about this whole band idea He knew Phil was 
ultimately right but it still didn't make him feel any better. The job market was bad and Viv was considering 


moving, which wasn't something none of them wanted to hear. 


"Sav... 


‘Its only going to get worse Phillip; more jobs will be lost and | know this for a fact. Phil, Viv's wife lost her job 
and I'm sympathetic about it. Let me say this though, | can't afford my half of the bills if | lose my job--" 


Sav wasn't able to finish his sentence. 


‘Sav, don't jump to conclusions and look, if, and that's a big if, but if you lost your job, you know | would cover 
our bills until you found something else. If nothing else, you could work in the club until our band hits off," Phil 
said, softly. 


Phil's words finally appeared to calm Sav down or at least it did for the moment. Sav's expression did lighten 
and he smiled when Phil placed his hand over Sav's fingers though. 


There was no need to bother with clothes, they had already disregarded them. Steve flickered his eyes opened 
and parted his lips as Joe lifted his head and smirked. Joe stroked his thighs and Steve swore he was 
determined to drive him crazy, which in Joe's case, it might actually be true. Steve gasped when he felt Joe 
trail his lips down his chest and back to his thighs again. Normally there was no teasing or foreplay involved 
and Steve assumed Joe preferred it that way, but this time was different. Joe knew he had Steve within his 
palm now. Despite what may have been thought, they really didn't mess around that often 


Now there was too much thinking going into this. 


Steve draped his hand over Joe's head and tugged on his hair somewhat roughly. He pulled when Joe bit his 
skin for tugging too hard and refrained from doing that again. Steve opened his eyes when Joe stopped for a 


moment only to bury his face against Steve's neck. 
"This position might be uncomfortable," Joe whispered, panting slightly. 


Steve only nodded and closed his eyes again as Joe grabbed the water bottle and used the water as lubricant. 
He groaned as Joe caressed his growing erection to keep his attention of what he was doing. Joe shifted 
Steve's legs up and found a way to spread them without making it too uncomfortable for Steve. Still, Steve did 
grunt and frowned slightly at the awkward position he was now in. He wanted to tell Joe to hurry up but he 
didn't have to; Joe pushed forward and entered his body just as he was thinking it. A sharp gasp escaped his 
lips but he was able to regain composure when Joe stopped moving. His body always took invasion harshly so 
Joe knew to stop after making an entrance. Steve bit down on his bottom lip when he felt Joe thrust but he 
couldn't retain the moans for long. His fingers grasped the sheets and squeezed tightly as Joe's lips began 
leaving small kisses and bite marks over his thighs. Steve pressed his hands into the bed and thrust his hips 
toward Joe's erection but his boyfriend seemed to have him in a way that it was hard to move. He supposed 


Joe did that on purpose; after all Joe did enjoy control. 


"Damn," Steve hissed. 


A half smile crossed Joe's lips but disappeared just as quickly. With each thrust, a moan followed from his lips 
and his hands found their way against Steve chests. Steve released a sharp breath as he felt Joe pinch his 
ripple and although it wasn't hard, it was enough to get a reaction from him. Joe knew he found a good position 
and rhythm when the sharp hisses stopped and were replaced with pleasured moans. Steve grasped the sheets 
with each touch and kiss Joe made. Steve could feel tension in his groin building up but he wasn't quite ready 
to release yet. He rolled his head back and forced his hips forward to meet with Joe's thrusts. Joe stopped 
fighting his movements and allowed him to assist in their moment. When Joe opened his eyes, he couldn't help 
but moan at the sight of Steve arching back and pushing against him. Joe grabbed Steve's hips and guided him 
against his body with each thrust, and moaned. Steve's moans were an indication that he approved of the 
movements, despite how uncomfortable his legs were. His legs almost felt nothing but the pounding with each 
thrust the longer Joe thrust into his body. Steve was shuddering by this point; he couldn't control his body 
and he felt nothing except what Joe was doing to him. Joe's thrusts were becoming sloppy and his kisses were 
slowing down. The small kisses, the thrusts, the bites, it all was enough to push him to his climax. He arched 
back as Joe continuously hit his sweet spot and did climax, much to Joe's delight but he wasn't stopping yet. 
Steve gasped as Joe continued to hit his prostate over and over again. Joe jerked forward and Steve moaned as 
he felt Joe hit his climax as well. He gave a few more thrusts to ride out his climax before he sloppily took 
hold of Steve's hips and pulled out, before falling on his back against the bed. Steve allowed his body to fall 
against the pillows as he panted. He felt dirty and he didn't really like that but he was catching his breath and 


he didn't want to move. 
"lIl get to the filth love," Joe snickered, referring to the mess they made. 
Steve grabbed Joe's arm to stop him. "Just stay here with me..you can get it in a minute." 


Joe raised his eyebrows since Steve had a horrible obsession about dirtiness; he wondered if it was a phobia. 


"f you say so love" 


He would ask him later but it wasn't important right now and he wanted to learn relevant information more 
than anything else. He watched Steve until he seemed to doze and then decided to clean up. Steve was certainly 
a hard challenge and he wondered why he let himself develop feelings for him; he didn't even know if it was 
love even though he said it was, but it was something. Not that he was cold heartened or took to using people 
but he didn't expect it to last beyond a few weeks if he were being honest. 


He shook his head and chuckled at his thoughts before settling back down beside Steve. 


When the Walls came Tumbling Down 


Author's Notes: 
This one has a lot of dialogue in it, sorry about that. 


Also there are mentions of a family member and while | have heard interviews and read things, let's not 
assume their family members are exactly this way. The family member was relevant to the story so | added 


him but again, this is a fictional account of him. 


It wasn't but a few months before changes were starting to become noticed Viv took over the club when Phil 
wasn't around but when Steve stopped showing up, quit his job at the club, and quit the band, it was noticed. 
Every time Phil asked Joe, his long time friend would change the subject or ask not to talk about it. So Phil 
decided to go see Steve while Viv tried to get answers out of Joe. Nosy? Absolutely, but curiosity got the 
best of them. 


Steve had finished packing another box when he heard a knock at the door. He muttered under his breath and 
swore if it was Joe, he would slam the door in his face, but he answered anyway. His expression lightened 
when he saw Phil standing there and motioned for him to come in 

"How are you Steve? | haven't seen you in awhile," Phil said. 


'| been busy but l'm okay, you?" Steve responded, quietly. 


lm okay but we miss having you around," Phil commented, as he glanced around. "Your place is kind of empty; 


| assume there's a reason” 


"The shipyard offered to transfer me. If | accept their proposal, | would be paid more for my time and | would 


move to Birmingham, England," Steve blurted out 

Phil was surprised and his expression showed that. "What was your answer?" 

"| accepted," Steve said, softly, "With the economy the way it is, itd be good for me" 
"But it's not what you really want to do Steve. What does Joe have to say?" Phil asked 


"Does it matter what he says?" Steve asked, noticing an expression of confusion. "He didn't tell you, did he? We 


broke up mate but it doesn't matter, we're done." 


That explained why Steve quit his job at the club and quit the band as well. It also explained why he didn't see 


Steve anymore and why he was running off to escape. 

"Don't leave Steve," Phil said. "Sav will miss you and so will | 

"Have you grown fondness of me?" Steve smiled. 

Phil wasn't smirking or amused though, he was serious. "Yes Steve, | consider you my friend." 


"This friendship can't work mate, Joe is your friend and l'm sure he wouldn't like it," Steve said, as the smile 


faded. "Ill call you but that's as far as it can go." 


"Mate, | can be friends with you both of you. Joe won't say anything, | know him," Phil sighed. "Why did you 
break it off anyway?" 


"A few reasons mate but | think he'd be better off elsewhere, he wants everything in someone that I'm not. 
When we started fighting and Joe made certain comments, | knew it was over. | should have known, | should 

have never given in to him. Its fine but | should have known he would abandon me like everyone always does; 
even.. Just let it go mate." 


Phil didn't miss that he almost confessed to something but he let it go; he wasn't as invasive as Joe was. He 
supposed pushing Steve's mind too much would push him further away. 


"Just think it through before you go, will you?" Phil asked. "I think Joe will miss you, he's been a little 
different.” 


"I will think about it some more but I'm pretty sure Joe doesn't care either way," Steve sighed, showing some 


sign of hurt across his features. 


Viv stopped pushing Joe after a certain point because he could see the man was becoming irritable. Joe ended 
up near the stage, watching Sav play although he wasn't really watching, he was listening and drinking. When 
Phil walked back in the bar, Viv began making him a drink before he got to the counter. 


"They broke up, that's why Steve isn't here and now he's considering transferring with that bloody sod of a 
job of his. He wouldn't get into specifics but he said they had a fight and they called it quits after," Phil sighed. 


"That explains it," Viv sighed, too. "How is he taking it?" 


"He seems a bit bitter and a little bit hurt," Phil said. "Joe obviously ignores it all together but | can see a 


change in him too." 
"Yeah, me too," Viv replied, nodding. 


Phil eventually joined Sav on stage and played a few chords with him. Joe smiled slightly but eventually got up 
and walked up to the counter. Joe looked as if he wanted to say something but was trying to decide whether 


he should or not. Viv knew he eventually would say something and he was right too. 
"Have you seen Steve lately?" Joe asked, hesitantly. 
"| haven't but Phil has," Viv answered, earning himself a snort. 


"So then you probably know we're not together, yeah?" Joe asked, earning himself a nod. "He's just an arse hole 


but even so, how is he?" 
"He's supposed to move to Birmingham, England. His job wants to transfer him," Viv said. 


Joe didn't say anything and his expression was almost unreadable but Viv imagined he wasn't happy. Joe wasn't 
readable but usually if he went silent, he wasn't happy; he may not be mad or sad but he wasn't happy. 
Nonetheless, he only nodded and decided to walk away, indicating he didn't want to talk about it after all. Joe sat 


his glass down eventually and left the club without a word to anyone. 


Joe went to Steve's flat only to find the place empty, much to his surprise. Steve must have rushed out of 
there after Phil's brief visit with him. Joe entered the empty flat and noticed a brown box sitting where 
Steve's favorite chair would have been. Cautiously, he approached the box and noticed photo albums. He looked 
through them and glanced through photos of Steve as a younger tyke, as well as some with family members 
or what he assumed were family members, seeing as they resembled him. He set the photo aloum down and 


stood against the wall with a chuckle. Steve would be back for those, he wouldn't leave them behind. 


Steve did return to the flat and much to his surprise, he found Joe standing against the wall. Joe pushed 
himself away from the wall and stretched his arms upward. Steve narrowed his eyes but he remained where 
he was instead of spewing out insults. 


"You took long enough," Joe commented. 


"Why did you come?" Steve asked, ignoring the comment. 


"I been here for around 40 minutes or so," Joe continued on. "| have to ask, where's your new flat?" 


"| didn't ask you to come or wait," Steve finally acknowledged the former comment, though he ignored the 


question about the new flat. 


| know but | chose to after discovering you were going to accept your job proposal. I'm asking you not to," Joe 


replied in attempt to get Steve talking to him, instead of trying to push him out. 

"You don't get a say in it anymore, remember?" Steve asked. "Your ‘challenge’ is leaving," 
"Stevie, stop..." 

"No, you don't get to call me that anymore, you don't get to do that," Steve snapped. 


Steve was taken aback when Joe grabbed his shoulder and pushed his back against the wall. Joe was getting a 
little bit testy with his snappy responses and the attitude that accompanied it. 


"Just hear me out," Joe said, as Steve seemed to be thinking that through, or maybe he was being sarcastic. 
"Talk." 


Finally Steve was hearing him and for that, he sighed. Steve was reasonable when he wanted to be but 


sometimes he was just a wanker. 


First off, you said some pretty testy things as well, it wasn't all me so stop pinning this on me Steve. 
Secondly, | told you what you wanted to hear and that was ‘you were merely a challenge, nothing more' but it 
wasn't the truth. Its as if you want it to be true so you can walk out without being the one to blame. You are 
a challenge to me Steve, one | accept and one | am determined to concur, | never lied to you about that but 
somehow along this sod of a process, | developed feelings for you. Imagine that, developing feelings for your 


bloody arse, but it did happen. What the hell happened to you to make you this way?" Joe said. 

Steve snickered but his expression wasn't as tense anymore and Joe's words appeared to be penetrating his 
mind. It was awkward how Joe was reading him, which was something he absolutely found annoying. That was 
partially becouse he didn't like anyone getting into his mind like Joe always seemed to do. 

"Don't ask me questions..maybe l'm not cut out for relationships," Steve said, though his tone was a bit calmer. 
"| don't accept that answer, why won't you let me in?" Joe asked. 


"Joe." 


"Why Stevie? What did you go through?" Joe asked, interrupting. 


"Because everyone abandons me Joe," Steve answered, finally. "| wasn't lying to you when | said you were the 
first man | was with but I've had friends, an ex-girlfriend, even sometimes family members abandon me at 


some point. | would rather not get too involved before that happens." 
‘lm not going to abandon you," Joe said calmly. He knew there was more to the story but he wouldn't push it. 
"Maybe not right away...” 


"Never, | will never abandon you," Joe interrupted. "But if you keep pushing me away, what am | to do? Now 
cancel the transfer and stop Stevie, just stop.." 


Steve sighed and shook his head. "I did cancel it but because | already told the landlord | was moving, | had to. 


Come on, I'll take you there." 


Joe released Steve and helped him move any remaining boxes to his car. The ride to his new flat was a quiet 
one but it was peaceful too so maybe that was what they needed. Joe didn't wait to be invited in, he helped 
himself to the bedroom and Steve joined him. Steve just wanted to lay down now and cautiously, Joe wrapped 


an arm around him. Luckily Steve didn't fight it or resist. 


| used to be emotional, | suppose in some ways | still am when l'm alone," Steve said, randomly but Joe said 
nothing. "My dad didn't seem to be pleased with that though, he never laid a hand on me Joe but he always 
had these expression and remarks. As | got older, | learned to keep it all inside until | was alone just so | could 
please him. That didn't always work but it did around him. You know he never once said he was proud of me, 


he doesn't tell me he loves me. | felt like a disappointment Joe and | felt a sense of." 


“Abandonment,” Joe finished the sentence, as he was starting to understand Steve's fear of abandonment. He 


wanted to know more though, this challenge wasn't won yet. 

"Yeah," Steve said, quietly. "He really terrifies me honestly; he had some really bad moods. | know he doesn't 
hate me, | know he cares but that's not the point, he never expresses it. It's as if he's ashamed of saying it 
or of me, maybe he is." 


"He's a bloody fool then Stevie," Joe replied, softly. 


Steve sighed and brought Joe's fingers to his lips, and said nothing else for the rest of the night. 


Come Undone 


Author's Notes: 
Now | played more pressing issues into this chapter and mixed it with their lives. 


Sav gazed down at the masses of people storming the streets with signs, yelling, and some with torches. People 
were rioting more and more over the lost jobs and the minimum wages. People were throwing rocks at the 
bobbies, setting cars on fire, and in an all up uproar. Sav sighed and walked inside, and despite that he believed 
violence was uncalled for, he felt empathy for these people. He couldn't help himself, he was a sensitive soul 


and he believed his soul was that of an old soul. 


Meanwhile, Phil walked in the club and sighed softly as Viv pushed himself away from the bar. Phil was 


normally always on time but today was the day that all changed because of the riots across England. 
"Its a mad house out there, people have gone bonkers," Phil sighed. 


"I noticed; | had a sod of a time getting here myself but its understandable really. The government is dead 
from the neck up," Viv commented. 


"They really are but for the sake of business, | hope they straighten up," Phil said, glancing around. "Are Joe 


and Steve around?" 
"As do |," Viv nodded. "And yes, they're in the back room." 


Phil nodded and departed to find Joe zipping his trousers while Steve was pulling his jacket on. Phil chuckled as 


Joe finally noticed him and merely smirked. 
"Really mates? Here?" Phil chuckled. 
"What can | say?" Joe responded, apparently amused. 


‘Sorry mate," Steve said, although he seemed more embarrassed about being caught. He did glance back at Joe 


though and smiled slightly, before walking out to work. "I'll be back later for my shift, | got the other job now." 
Every since Joe and Steve had made up, he hadn't changed much but he seemed to be more willing to express 
himself with Joe instead of hiding his emotions. Phil had noticed he was still the same tense mate he knew, but 


he seemed to lighten up, although just slightly. 


| thought he quit the shipyards finally," Phil said. 


"He did but he got a job at the railroads; | suppose it's better than the shipyards. | asked him to quit the 
shipyards though and he finally listened," Joe replied. He couldn't help but be smug over the fact that he got 
through to Steve. 


Later that night when Steve did return, he looked tired and a little bit bruised up. Joe stopped his talking mid- 
sentence in the conversation with Phil, and took a few steps toward Steve. Steve held out his hand and shook 


his head with a sigh. 


"lm fine love, just bleedin’ tired, | got caught up in the riots and got knocked around a bit. This is sod," Steve 


explained. 
"These riots are getting bad, yeah?" Sav sighed. "I got roughed up a bit myself" 
"Damn right they are," Steve nodded. 


"Let me ask you this, do they have a right to be rioting in your opinion?" Joe asked, finally deciding to probe 
Steve. 


Steve was a little surprised anyone asked his opinion on anything. He wasn't used to anyone showing they 
actually gave a damn of his opinion. "Yeah mate, | mean think about it? There are lads out there who had 
worked at their jobs over a decade and they were let go because their companies wanted to save money and 


the government decided to sod on us. It's really a bunch of rubbish really," Steve replied. 
"l agree," Joe mused. "They gave up on us." 
"Yeah, they did," Steve nodded, only to glance away now and notice a new guy now. "Who is he?" 


"Oh yeah, Steve, meet Rick Allen, he's a drummer and we wanted to know what you thought of him," Joe said. 
"But | got to tell you Stevie, he's good" 


Steve nodded. “Alright, let's see what he's got" 


Joe gave Rick a nod and he nodded before making his way to the drum set on stage. The boy began playing and 
Steve had to admit, it was unlike anyone he had ever heard, or rather anyone who tried out for the band. Joe 
was right; Rick was really good and if they were really serious about this band, he was the drummer they 
should choose. Finally he did stop playing and jumped off stage, as Steve nodded in approval. 


"Ok, yeah, he is good," Steve admitted. "He's the one." 


"I'm glad you agree," Joe said, satisfied with the answer. 

"There is one thing, he's young, we had to get permission from his parents," Phil said, eventually. 
"Guys, l'm right here, | can talk too," Rick snickered, 

"How old are you Rick?" Steve asked. 

"I5" Rick answered. 


Steve cursed but nodded after a minute. "As long as you have permission, we don't need your mum or pa 


coming up, wondering what you are doing." 
"Right then, you're in the band mate," Joe announced, glancing at Rick. 


Joe walked out to the counter and then returned with a drink for Steve. Steve smiled slightly and took a sip of 
the drink before he sighed and set it down 


"Joe?" Steve whispered. "Can | talk to you?" 
"Of course," Joe nodded. 


Steve and Joe departed to the back room and the moment Steve shut the door, he turned his attention to him. 


Joe seemed to be waiting impatiently but Steve knew he was anxious to start playing with the band. 
"When are we performing as a band?" Steve asked, getting straight to the point. 


"| figure next week, it gives us time to practice and Phil will let us use his club for our first performance," 


Joe nodded. "Why?" 

"Damn," Steve cursed. 

"Why Stevie? Is that a problem for you?" Joe asked, raising a brow. 

"Me dad wants to see us perform and | didn't want to bring him here. This is the only place | get peace, | don't 
want him knowing | work here just so he could criticize my choices some more. I'd rather if he never knew, 


Steve confessed. 


"Stevie, you don't have to tell him you work here. Look Stevie, if need to be, we'll find somewhere else to 


perform, just say the word," Joe replied, furrowing his brows. 


"No love, you're right, | just won't tell him | work here. As far as he knows, we got a gig here and that's it," 


Steve said, after a moment. 


"Right, I'll tell Phil that. | won't give him any details but I'll just tell him your dad isn't too keen on places like 
this and he's rather.strict," Joe nodded. 


"Yeah, okay," Steve nodded, too. 


The following week, the guys stood behind the stage, just waiting for Vivian to call them on stage. Steve almost 
backed away from the stage but Joe placed a hand on his shoulder to comfort him. Steve nodded slowly and 
took a deep breath in attempt to calm his nerves. The moment their name was called, they stepped on stage 


with Rick Allen first and Joe coming out last. 

The performance started and the crowds seemed to be really into it. Joe broke away from the microphone and 
glanced at Steve but it appeared he didn't need to; Steve was in a world of his own. Joe smirked and moved 
back to the microphone to once it Steve played his riff. After performing three songs, they bowed and took 
their leave from the stage. Their families seemed to be thrilled for them but Steve looked distressed. The man 
talking to him was his father, or at least Joe assumed he was. Every time Steve talked back, his dad seemed 
to snap back at him, which made him frown. Finally his dad stepped away and walked out of the club as Steve 
stood there. 

"Ey, Vivian, make a drink, make it strong and make it Steve's favorite," Joe said, calmly. 


"Coming right up," Viv nodded. He had seen the little dispute between Steve and his dad; Hell, who hadn't? 


Steve slid a cigarette between his lips and closed his eyes with a tense expression across his features. His 


eyes only opened when he heard his name and he saw Joe approaching him with a drink 
"Thanks love," Steve said, softly. "Everyone saw that, how bloody embarrassing is that?" 
"Yeah but nobody heard anything Stevie," Joe replied "Are you okay love?" 


Steve chuckled but nodded. "I'm fine; this is why | dread him seeing me perform. He always has to criticize my 


choices, always." 
"Don't tell him when you perform anymore," Joe said. 
"Then he'll think the band didn't last and say he was right," Steve laughed, sarcastically. "Joe, he's my dad.” 


"| don't give a bleedin’ damn who the bastard is, don't tell him anymore. If you must, then don't tell him where 


you're performing next time," Joe said. 


"Joe." 
"No Stevie, don't tell him," Joe interrupted, sternly. 


Steve stared at Joe a minute but eventually nodded, as if he were slowly taking everything in. Rick seemed to 
be lingering around and eventually he stopped at the table. 


"Mate, | didn't mean to overhear some of your conversation but | did hear the end suggestion and | think Joe's 
right. Maybe it's best you don't tell him where you're performing if you have to tell him at all. Itd be better 

for the both of you," Rick said. 

Steve looked up in surprise since he didn't really like bringing up his issues but he supposed it was unavoidable 
now that his dad made it obvious their relationship was strained to say the least. He eventually nodded as Rick 
walked off and Joe took the opportunity brush his hand over Steve's. He slightly smiled but didn't really move 

for the rest of the night. 


The next morning, Steve woke up in the back room with Joe with a horrible headache. He looked up at Phil 


walking in and apparently looking worried. 
"What is it mate?" Steve asked, causing Joe to stir awake. 
"Because of the rising prices, | might lose the club mate," Phil said. 


Everyone seemed to go silent after hearing that bit of information and Steve's headache seemed to get worse. 


Nine Lives 
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Steve's eyes closed as Joe sat up in disbelief over the words. Phil had owned this club since before he exited 


his teenage years and to possibly lose it was unimaginable. 
"What do you mean?" Joe asked, furrowing his brows. 


"| can't afford these add on expenses. | expected prices to rise, | was ready for that but | wasn't ready for it 


to triple in rate. | can't afford that," Phil said 
‘Mate, you make good business though," Steve said, softly. 


"Yes but not enough to afford the companies that provide me and not to mention, the loaning company. I'm not 
wadded up," Phil replied. 


"Oh bloody hell," Steve muttered. He didn't know how much more money he could spare, he was helping Viv on 


one check and while Joe didn't need his help so much anymore, he did occasionally help him still. 


‘lm finally starting to kick my career up, I'll see how many stories | can pull some extra pounds out of," Joe 


said, after a moment. 

Steve nodded, slowly. "My next pay is mostly free; | can spare some of it." 

‘| can spare some as well," Sav said from the couch. 

"| couldn't ask that of you lads, I--" 

"You don't have to ask mate, you're our friend, we're helping regardless," Steve interrupted, chuckling. 
"He's right Phil," Joe nodded. "We may not have enough pounds but we'll figure it out if we don't" 


"I know you won't fancy what | have to say but | can take some extra shifts at the railroads. Its not as bad 
as the shipyards were," Steve said. 


| don't fancy that for sure but | think this is a situation itd do well for. | can start doing more stories in a 


week for may pay," Joe replied. 


| mostly stick to music but | started testing my skills in other categories and this would be the perfect 
opportunity to put that in use," Sav said. 


"You're just brill, the best mates a lad can ask for," Phil smiled, slightly. 


"Course mate, what would you expect?" Joe smirked. 


The payment for this month was barely made and Steve was overworked. He worked the railroads all day, 
including any over time they offered and would work at the club without pay during the nights to help out Phil. 
He would always go to Joe's flat because it was closer and crash on his bed. He was averaging about l-4 hours 
a night these days. Joe and Sav had taken up so many article jobs that they were averaging about 3-6 hours. 
After Steve got off work, he immediately went to Joe for comfort and eventually passed out against his chest. 
Joe sat by the window, holding an arm around sleeping Steve, and watching the riots continue outside. It didn't 
seem to be getting better; it only seemed to be getting worse out there. Joe used his weight to knock them 
both to the ground when people began throwing things and one of those objects hit near the window. Steve 
looked at him in alarm as Joe moved his hand from under Steve's head. 

"The riots are bad; they're throwing things now," Joe nodded. 

"I feel for these people but they're doing more harm than good," Steve said. 

"I know," Joe mused. "I hope Phil is okay." 

"Why do you say that? Is he out there?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah, he was supposed to be here with Sav and Rick," Joe nodded 


Joe stood up and offered a hand for Steve, in which he graciously accepted, and moved to the living room. It 
was about forty minutes later when there was a knock at the door and cautiously, Joe answered it. Luckily it 


was Phil and Sav, and immediately Joe let them in before locking up the door. 


"Rick couldn't come, his mum wouldn't let him out because of the riots and Viv is locked up in the club," Phil 


explained. 
"They're really horrible, people are acting out," Steve said, as he brought four cups of brew. 


"Joe, do you mind if we take our time here? | don't really want to go out in that again," Phil said. 


"No, not at all," Joe answered. 

They ended up staying there for the rest of the day as if they were trapped in Joe's flat, though they didn't 
get much talking done. They ended up gazing out the window, crashing on the couch, or making little mentions 
of the riots. 

Steve sat by the opened window and exhaled the smoke from his lips as he closed his eyes, opened them, and 
repeated this process. He could hear Phil fiddling around with his cup while Sav and Joe carried on a 
conversation. Steve was just so tired from working so much; he even had to ask for an extra break from 
working so much and he despised that. 

"Do you really want to continue this band?" Sav asked. 


"Yeah, things are bad but it shouldn't stop us from pursing it," Joe replied. 


"Joe, we're going to get killed if we continue this," Sav sighed. "I fancy the idea of this band but it's pushing our 


luck right now." 

"Look mate, | see where you're coming from but if Joe thinks we can still pursue the band, well then we 
should. | doubt he would put us in a position to get killed," Steve said, softly. "You do think we can pursue this 
right Joe?" 

"Absolutely," Joe answered, confidently as Steve nodded. 


"If you think we can succeed, then I'll drop it," Sav said, before turning his attention to Steve. "You look 
exhausted, Steve." 


"L am mate," Steve smiled, slightly. 
"I'm sorry Steve," Phil sighed "This is a mess, but I'll try negotiating.” 
"Don't worry about it Phil, its worth it if we can keep your club," Steve said, softly. 


"Let me try negotiating with the company and we'll see but everyone's health is on the line. | don't want that,” 
Phil sighed. 


Steve smiled slightly and nodded as Joe seemed to go silent at the sight of Steve. It was becoming clear this 


arrangement was going bad quickly. 


Joe walked into the club and it appeared he was there with a purpose. He disregarded Viv and Sav, and headed 
straight for Phil. Phil turned around just in time to see Joe come face to face with him. 


"Joe, I'm glad you're here, | need to talk to you," Phil said. 
"Yeah, | need to chat with you too," Joe answered, furrowing his brows. "You first." 


"Ok well, | spoke with the lease owners and the companies, and | negotiated the price down. You guys don't need 


to deprive yourselves of sleep anymore," Phil said. 

Joe sighed in relief. "Thank God! | was just about to say we can't keep this up. | didn't get paid for my last 
article because | made a very big error in it. | would have caught it if | had the proper amount of rest but it 
doesn't matter now. I'm lucky they didn't fire me; they merely let me off with a warning. Steve fainted on the 
job though, they said it was heat exhaustion and lack of sleep; he wasn't hurt but they let him have a few 
days off. | picked him up and took him home." 

"Oh god, he's going to be okay though, right?" Phil sighed. 

"Yeah, he'll be fine," Joe nodded. 


"l'm sorry you all went through this mate," Phil sighed, again "You won't have to worry about it anymore 
though, as | said, | managed to make a deal." 


"I know, but here's the money we made from the last orders," Joe said, before handing Phil an envelope. "Take 


it Phil, we didn't work for nothing." 
‘Oh mate, you shouldn't--" 


"Steve and | wanted to," Joe interrupted. "We're talking about moving in together anyway. Nothing is for sure 
but we're talking about it." 


"Congratulations mate, you got through to Steve," Phil smiled, a little. 
"| know," Joe smirked. 
Joe did step away to use the phone in the back room. He told Steve the news before returning out to the bar 


area. They continued band practice without Steve and while Steve's element was missing, practice went on 


without a problem. 


Let Ht Go 
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Steve focused on the strings of the guitar, even when Joe walked up behind him and lazily threw an arm over 
his shoulder. When they hit the pre-chorus, he felt Joe lean close and hold the microphone so that both of 
them could sing into it. He managed to prevent a shiver when he felt Joe's breath on his neck and he swore he 
could almost feel the smirk spread across his boyfriend's lips. Joe swung his hand back and walked away; it 


almost looked like a prance with the way he was moving but then again, maybe not. 

"The sun, the moon." 

Joe sang the lyrics but Steve was so focused that he hardly heard what his boyfriend was saying. Sav was 
generally a shy, sensitive person and Steve had taken to hanging out with him more often, but he seemed to 
like all this. He seemed to really be into performing, into the crowds, and into the whole thing. Not to say Steve 
disliked it, he really appreciated the people who bothered to see them but he couldn't completely focus on the 


crowds, it would just raise his nerves. He had to focus on the performing aspect of it to keep his fears at bay. 


Suddenly the music stopped and they all stopped playing..it all stopped just as it started, or at least for Steve 
it did. 


"Thank you and good night," Joe said into the microphone. 

Steve raised his hand and tilted it to the right, which was sort of a wave and smiled at the crowds finally. He 
stepped off the stage first though and he felt mixed feelings at that point. He wanted to be on stage but he 
didn't want to have to coax himself on stage because of the stage fright. 

"Steve." 

Steve glanced up. "Yeah, what's wrong?" 

"Nothing love, are you okay?" Joe asked. 


"lim fine," Steve nodded. "| could live on stage Joe." 


"| know," Joe said, chuckling. "I'll get us on stage again." 


"| know," Steve replied. 
"You know? How would you know?" 


"You're stubborn, you refuse to give up on something no matter how hard it is and no matter what anyone 


tells you," Steve answered, curling his lips into smirk 


Joe simply smirked in retort as Steve nodded his head, urging Joe to follow him. He knew Joe would follow, Joe 
always followed when he requested it politely. Joe was stubborn and didn't really obey but if he didn't make a 


dramatic fuss, Joe would usually obligate. 


Sav gazed out Phil's window and watched the crowds fight back against the police force. A lot of crowds had 
returned home to their families but there was still a decent sized crowd out there. He felt fingers brush 
against his arm and sighed with content. Phil had strong hands and fingers; he knew how to drive a man crazy 
with just a touch. Sav realized this pretty quickly and he also learned which places drove him the most wild. 


This was good for his mind because he could avoid it whenever he required focus. 


"There are approximately 200 people crowding this street, multiply that by 3 and you got approximately the 


amount of people on the next few blocks, protesting. This is rather distressing,” Sav commented. 

"Math was never my favorite subject love, | only use what | need to," Phil said, softly. 

"The answer would be 600, Phil but that is an approximate number, not a for sure thing," Sav replied. 

Sav turned to Phil but he didn’t look directly at him, in fact he was staring past him in an almost trance-like 
state. Phil could sense his concern over the matters happening throughout the street and country in fact. He 
decided it would be in Sav's best interest to stray his mind away from the subject, not only for Phil's sake but 
for Sav's sake. 

"Savvy? How is Rick? | know his mum was making a fuss," Phil said, breaking the short silence. 

"She was and rightfully so, do you remember when we recorded those few songs we had? Well Rick didn't play 
on them because his mum wouldn't let him out of the house due to the riots and protests. You didn't play on 


it either for that matter," Sav explained. 


"Yeah, Joe told me Rick didn't play and he had to convince that Tony guy to play in the meantime. As for me, | 
had to make sure the leasing company would keep their end of the bargain,’ Phil said. 


‘lm not faulting you, | was just stating," Sav replied, nonchalantly. 


Sometimes Phil wondered if Sav expressed anything other than his calm exterior and concern. He was just so 


chill most of the time that Phil wondered if a bomb went off, would he express anything? 


"Sav, why are you so calm?" Phil asked, not exactly purposely saying it out loud. 
"Why not?" Sav asked, tilting his head. 
Phil had to chuckle at that motion, he wouldn't deny that he was amused by Sav's non-vocal reactions. 


"No reason," Phil chuckled. "I just wonder if you've ever expressed extreme happiness or sadness, or fear, or 


even anger." 
"Well of course, | just learned to contain it, does that bother you?" Sav asked, calmly. 
"No, not at all love,” Phil replied. 


"Alright," Sav chuckled. "I just found that if | let my emotions out too much, it will become overwhelming but it 
does happen" 


| can't blame you and | didn't mean to insinuate anything," Phil said, brushing his fingers over Sav's hips. 
"| don't mind, really, | like when you ask me questions," Sav replied, smiling. 


Unlike Steve, Sav didn't really take the offense on things unless he was sure it was a direct insult or it was 


aimed to get a rise at him, and even then, he didn't react with fists flying in the air. 
"If that be the case, then do you have family?" Phil asked. 


"Yes, my parents are both living and | have two older brothers, they're pursuing medicine and culinary," Sav 
answered. "What about you?" 


"No siblings love but both my parents are still living," Phil said. 

"That's good," Sav nodded. 

"Yes it is, | don't know what | would do without me mum," Phil nodded, too. 

"Likewise," Sav responded. 

Meanwhile, Vivian unlocked the bar doors and stepped inside without much of a thought. He was tired but he 
really did enjoy his work and for that reason, he rarely missed days. It was true he was just a bartender but 
that didn't really matter; it was the people he was around that really mattered to him. 


"Vive" Steve called. 


Viv turned from the counter and sighed in relief. "Hey Steve, did | leave the door open?" 


"No, | had a key," Steve responded. 
"Ah, how are you Steve?" Viv asked. 


‘Not terrible, performing is great," Steve responded. "Joe's working on getting more gigs and mate, we may 


move in together." 
"That's really good, where is Joe?" Viv smiled. 


"Outside with Rick and his parents," Steve responded. "| don't deal with parents well but Joe's my charming lad 


and he's persuasive." 

Viv laughed, catching the slip of him saying ‘my’ instead of ‘a’. "He is that for sure." 

"lll make it up to him, he knows that," Steve smirked. 

Viv and Steve continued small conversation until Joe walked in with Rick. Joe placed his arms around Steve's 
sides and slowly he leaned forward, but only enough so his breath made Steve's skin shiver. Steve turned 
immediately to face Joe as he backed up with a fake expression of surprise before it quickly changed to 
amusement. 

"Bastard," Steve smirked. 

"You left me to deal with Rick's parents," Joe responded. 

"You succeeded, yes?" Steve said. 

"Of course but that's beside the point,” Joe replied. 

"Fine, I'll make it up to you," Steve said, softly. 

Steve grabbed Joe's head and kissed his lips in front of whoever was there. Joe took advantage of the situation 
and kissed back, while pushing Steve's body against the counter. Once the kiss broke, Steve found Joe's green 
eyes piercing holes into him, or that's what it seemed like. He gazed at him for a moment and slowly smirked 
after a minute. 

"Don't say | never showed my feelings," Steve said, smiling slightly. 


| won't," Joe smirked. "But the minute | get you alone, I'll show you a thing or two." 


"Looking forward to it," Steve replied. 


Steve's shy exterior started to come back and he pulled away before going back to his conversation with Viv. 


Breathe a Sigh 
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Sav didn't mean to get caught up in the riots but it happened on his way to the club. Instead of rushing away 
from the line of danger, he turned his head to the left and then to the right. He started watching the people 
and how they were reacting to the police yelling at them. As horrible as it sounded, this would make a good 


article coming from someone who was in the middle of that. He felt a sense of guilt the minute he thought it 


but he would still write the article. 
"Go to Hell." Someone yelled. 


People started getting louder and more aggressive and this was Sav's cue to make an exit. It wasn't as easy as 
he thought it would be; especially because people were beginning to push others around, fights were breaking 
out, torches were being started, and so on. Instead of pushing his way to the back of the crowds, he pushed 
his way forward and then started moving toward his left. He felt a hand grab his arm and pull him from the 
crowd, and while he was thankful, he was a little taken aback. At least he was until he looked up and saw Joe's 


deep green eyes gazing at him. 

"Come on mate," Joe said. "Let's hit Phil's club." 

Sav nodded and let Joe lead the way to the club. He had to really keep up because Joe walked faster than he 
had ever seen him move. Once they arrived to the club, Sav felt relieved but he didn't purposely sigh in relief 
out loud. He could hear Joe chuckle as they entered the club though. He immediately made a beeline for Phil, 
whom was standing at the bar counter. Steve lifted his head as Joe walked up to the bar and ordered a drink, 
though he left the counter quickly. 

"| got tangled up with the riots, Joe managed to pull me out," Sav said. 

"Are you alright, loved?" Phil asked. 

‘Of course," Sav said, refraining from mentioning he got a good story off of it. 

"Hey, can | ask you guys something?" Steve asked, biting his bottom lip. 


"Sure Steve, what is it?" Phil replied. 


"What is it like living together?" Steve asked. 


"Its splendid mate, | don't think I'd change it for anything. Is there any reason you're curious?" Sav responded 


with a question of his own. 

"Well." Steve started, shifting his eyes away before he looked back at Phil. "Joe and | decided we finally are 
moving in together. | just signed a new lease but Joe's lease is up so we're moving into my flat. We have his 
things in my place for the most part but it's the first time | lived with anyone else since I've been on me own 
| just wonder if you ever get cheesed off with each other or need space." 

"Of course," Phil smirked, only to receive a look from Sav. "Its worth it though Steve. Look mate, | shacked up 
with Sav at his flat and let my place go, he has a two bedroom flat so we can separate ourselves if he needs 


to work." 


"Maybe we should do that," Steve mused. "I have two bedrooms too and one is set up as an office; Joe can 


have the office, | don't really use it anyway, and | can throw him in there when he decides to be a sad arse." 
"You do that mate, it'll be fine though, you'll see," Phil chuckled. 


Steve nodded as Joe walked over and offered Steve a drink before returning to the stage. 


The band performed at another club the following night and performed about three songs before they got off 
for the next band to perform. The minute he got off stage, Steve immediately darted for the bathroom as Joe 
watched him for a moment. 

Is he alright?" Phil asked. 

"He let his stage fright get the best of him before the show but he'll be fine," Joe answered. 

"Well if you're sure." Phil said. 

Joe only nodded before he finally went after Steve in the bathroom. Steve turned when Joe walked and shook 
his head, indicating he wasn't in the mood to talk. Joe wasn't in a mood for Steve's rejections though and he 
stepped up closely behind him. 

"Have you lost your bloody mind?" Joe asked, quietly. 


"Leave it Joe, it won't happen again," Steve replied. 


"Stevie, you were banging your hands on the sink so you wouldn't have to go on stage. Is it really that 


torturous?" Joe questioned. 


"It won't happen again," Steve whispered, ignoring the question 

Joe finally grabbed Steve shoulders and turned him to face him. Steve frowned and in a sense, this frustrated 
Joe because he felt Steve would close up again. So in attempt to lighten the situation, he licked his lips slowly 
and pressed them against Steve's dry lips. He felt Steve tense and retract but eventually Steve did embrace 
the kiss. He used his tongue to pry Steve's lips apart and for once, he didn't let his stubborn streak interfere. 
Steve's face tensed when Joe explored his mouth but it was not so much that Joe was doing anything wrong, 
it was more that he was already tense to begin with. Finally Joe backed up a bit and exhaled through his 
nostrils. 

"You're retracting from me love," Joe said. 

"You're trying to concur me love, ‘your challenge’," Steve replied, quickly. 


"And | will," Joe said, confidently. "But this is not the time..don't abuse your hands again Stevie." 


Steve only nodded and wrapped his arms around Joe's waist as he led him out of the loo. Instead of fighting 
him, it was better to just agree with him in this case. 


Sav hung up the phone and turned with a light sigh. His eyes closed, he inhaled and exhaled slowly, and then he 
opened his eyes. He wasn't expecting Phil to be there suddenly and gasped softly. Phil gave him an apologetic 
look and stepped toward him. 

"What's wrong Savvy?" Phil asked. 

Sav shook his head and Phil frowned to that response. He always valued the fact that Sav and he could talk 
about anything so for Sav to close up on him was almost fearful and disappointing. Sav's gaze met his and the 
curly haired bassist could see the fear in his lover's eyes. Phil was very expressive, he always had been and 
Sav liked that. 

"Phil, don't look so frit mate," Sav sighed. "I would prefer not to have a conversation over it" 

"You don't restrict anything from but if you must--" 

"Phillip, it's just--it's cack," Sav said. 


Phil sighed and nodded. "If you say so, love." 


"Phil, don't resort to taking offense from it," Sav sighed. 


‘lm not, | just feel you wouldn't be so distressed if it really was cack," Phil replied, and he wasn't offended 
necessarily but he was a little hurt. 


"Look I'll tell you but don't look so hurt..the riots are really bad and some of these riots have resulted in 
violence. Between lads with other lads, between bobbies with lads and lasses, it's gotten bad," Sav said, before 


pausing. 

"It really has, I've seen injuries on the news and heard it on the radio," Phil nodded. 

"I know, so have | unfortunately. Anyhow, me dad is one of the lads rioting with these people," Sav said. "And 
he's out there again tonight. | felt remorse for these people even before he stepped foot out there but its 
twice as much now." 

"You should have told me Sav," Phil replied. "But | am here for you love." 


"I know you are," Sav sighed, expressing something that looked like a mixture of fear and worry. 


Phil expressed empathy and as horrible as the situation was, he was honored Sav trusted him enough to 
express fear. He traced Sav's arms with his fingers and said nothing else about it. 


Rick sat behind his drum set as he continued to wring his hands together, anxiously. The riots were on the 
streets right now and Viv suggested he stay until the rioters marched on Joe and Steve had decided to stay 
too and Joe took the initiative of looking after Rick. 


"Is there a phone | can use to call me mum?" Rick asked. 

"Yeah son, in the back room," Joe answered. 

Rick nodded and departed for the back room as Steve sipped his drink, quietly and stared at the doorway 
where Rick disappeared off to. Eventually he turned his gaze toward Joe, whom was staring directly his way. 
Joe's eyes weren't exactly on him, in fact his head was turned slightly as if he were looking at something a 
few feet from him. If he knew Joe well though, he would assume Joe was lost in his thoughts. 

"Joe?" Steve said, softly. 


"What?" Joe answered, turning his gaze to Steve finally. 


"le got to go soon," Steve said, watching as Joe's eyes narrowed. "Me parents invited me over, my mum is 


out of work because of the riot so | want to see her. Wait for me?" 


Joe exhaled through his nostrils and raised his head. His gaze never moved from Steve's form and it was 
somewhat unnerving. His pupils seemed to get smaller when Viv lit up the club with more light. He almost 
looked superior standing there and he seemed to know that because he didn't change his position. Steve 
frowned and turned his gaze, but eventually he looked up at Joe again. He hated when Joe did that because his 


father took a similar stance when he was trying to intimidate him. 


"Don't do that, you arse hole,” Steve hissed. "They're my parents, no matter how my father makes me feel, 


he's my father." 


Joe caught on to the way his movements were intimidating Steve or maybe he already knew. In either case, 


Joe did change his stance and he leaned against the counter. 
‘Of course I'll wait for you, | always will," Joe said, finally. 


Steve nodded and took his time with finishing his drink. He was in no hurry to see his dad so he figured there 


was no hurry. 


Don't Believe a Word 


Author's Notes: 
Problems are becoming more obvious 


Steve lit a cigarette as he left his parent's home, ignoring the pleas from his mother. As expected, his father 
and he didn't see eye to eye and while he did talk back somewhat, he ultimately backed off. Once he felt he 
was a safe enough distance, he sighed and let go of his emotions a little bit. He shook his fingers and headed 
back to the club, almost dreading Joe's probing. Steve didn't look up or else he would have noticed Joe there 
and he would have properly regained composure of himself. 


"Stevie?" Joe called, noticing the hurt expressed across Steve's face. He was starting to get a grasp of how 


much this really affected Steve. 
"Seeing my parents was a mistake," Steve said, quickly trying to regain composure of his emotions. 
"Course it was," Joe nodded. 


Steve frowned but Joe was right all along. Joe knew from the moment Steve mentioned seeing his parents that 
it was a bad idea Then it hit Steve why Joe attempted to intimidate him before he left. That intimidation tactic 
may not have been the best tactic to use but it was the only tactic Joe felt he could have used to stop Steve 
from going. Steve cursed loudly as Joe tangled his fingers through Steve's hair. Steve didn't know when Joe got 
so close or he might have retracted due to the fact that public affection was vastly intimidating. With that 
being said, it was the first time he had felt tenderness from Joe's actions and touches. Not to say Joe was 
rough but he didn't usually resort to touching him like a delicate piece of glass. 


Then the touches stopped.. 


Screams caught his earlobes and Steve turned in alarm to see rioters and police fighting. He didn't intentionally 
grasp Joe's shirt, it was subconscious but Joe noticed and seemed to like that. 


"We should go inside," he heard Joe say. 

Steve slowly turned his gaze back to his boyfriend and Joe motioned for them to go inside. Steve nodded and 
followed him back in the club and straight into the backroom. Not but ten minutes later, Phil walked in the 
back way with Sav and sighed. 


"We got Rick home safe," Phil said. "Think his mum was beginning to think we fed him to the wolves or 


something.” 


"| imagine so, it's a mad house out there," Viv replied. 
"That it is," Phil nodded. 


Joe and Steve did eventually walk out from the backroom and Steve appeared to be more relaxed than he was. 
Viv noticed he did seem standoffish though but he smiled nonetheless and Viv returned the smile. Steve 
retrieved his cigarettes from his back packet and motioned for Viv to follow him. Viv wiped his hands and 


followed Steve out back, where they sat in silence for a few seconds. 
"He says I'm too paranoid," Steve said, finally. "| don't mean to be." 
"Who? Joe?" Viv asked, only for Steve to confirm by nodding. "Why does he say that?" 


"| confessed | feared he would walk out, he got what he wanted but most of all, he hangs out with Sav a lot 
which wouldn't bother me except those damn confident grins he gives him. I'm not really a jealous person Viv, 
not really, | don't care who he hangs with but-.it's almost as if I'm seeing him act the way he did when he was 


trying to ‘win’ me over. Sav is either oblivious or won't go for it," Steve explained. 


"Steve," Viv breathed. "They're both journalists when you mates aren't working your arses off with the band 
so naturally they'd connect. I'll tell you something darlin’, Joe is a tad of a flirt, he does that without thinking 
much about it but | don't think he sees anyone the way he sees you. | can tell you Sav isn't interested, Phil 
and he continuously get closer according to him. Sav never told me much detail but | know he and Phil are 


doing well," Viv said. 


"Are you sure? l--" Steve started, but paused. "I love him Viv, but | would never forgive him if he betrayed 


me. 
"I know you do and | am absolutely sure," Viv answered, confidently. 


Steve smiled slightly and nodded as he enjoyed the rest of his cigarette in silence. Viv, on the other hand, just 
watched him and observed how vulnerable he seemed when it came to loving Joe. Nobody really got to see 
much of that side of him or Sav for that matter, Viv really was the only one. In fact, Sav had started 
confiding in Viv as well, so he knew his information was correct and when he gave it out, he made sure not to 
give out anything too intimate. He really didn't know why Steve and Sav came to him but he supposed it was 
because they felt they could trust in him with their secrets, their fears, and their joys. 


Joe smirked as he watched Steve play during rehearsal and he couldn't help but be proud of his growing 
confidence. Steve had been touchy lately so Joe got him a solo gig just to mellow him out. When he came off 
stage, Joe handed him a bottle of water and chuckled. Steve eyed him a minute but smiled eventually as he 


gulped the water. 

"Performing is perfect," Steve said. 

| knew you'd be fine once you got out there," Joe replied, 

‘| was," Steve nodded, before glancing down. "I'm sorry love." 

"For?" Joe asked, raising his brow. 

"Getting paranoid but you always act like a sneaky arse," Steve replied. 

‘Is that your way of trying to apologize? Well its fine," Joe said, chuckling. "Have you gone soft Stevie?" 
"No, go to hell you bloody bastard," Steve shot back. 

"That's the Steve | know," Joe chuckled. 


Steve smirked and followed Joe off to the counter. Joe refrained from teasing him for the rest of the night 


and Steve refrained from accusing him. 


It had been a few weeks but they were back into this situation again. Steve just couldn't get over his fears 
and Joe was finding it a bit challenging to fight the demons in his boyfriend's head. 


Steve sat against the wall, on the floor, with a Jack Daniels bottle in his hand. He glanced up slowly at Joe who 


stood a few feet from him and smiled slowly. 


"| didn't shag him; | didn't have to try to know it wasn't my cup of tea Stevie. Even if you did suggest it," Joe 
said. 


"I know," Steve replied, softly. 
"You know? Then why are you pissing drunk on the floor?" Joe asked. 


"Yes | know, you get a certain squint when you lie and it's barely noticeable but | notice. I'm piss drunk because 


| let my father get to me with his words," Steve chuckled. 


Steve tried to stand up but failed so he tried again and only succeeded because Joe helped him. Steve leaned 


against Joe and pressed his lips against Joe's neck, only to trail them toward his ear. 


"lm going to vomit love," Steve whispered. 


Joe groaned and assisted Steve to the bathroom before he pulled away to vomit. Joe waited impatiently but 
eventually he took hold of Steve's hair and held it back. Once Steve nodded, he helped him up and into the 
bedroom where he let him fall back against the bed. 


"Don't ever let your father turn your mind against you," Joe said, lowly. "You know damn well | wasn't going to 


do anything, now clean yourself up, you look like sod” 
"I know, I'm sorry," Steve mumbled. "Fuck off mate; I'll clean up when I'm ready Joe." 
"Right, sure you will," Joe said, sarcastically. 


‘| love you Joe, | think he can see it," Steve said, randomly as Joe furrowed his brows. "He's trying to sod on 
me because of it." 


"| don't give a toss about your dad Stevie, just stop." Joe sighed. 
"| will.” 


That was the last thing Steve said before he passed out for the night. 


The next night, Steve remained silent as Joe talked to his parents but smiled slightly as Joe's father 
approached him. He didn't know what to say to him but he would try his best to be polite. 


"So you're the lad my son has his eyes on eh?" The man said. 

"Yes Mr. Elliott," Steve answered, quietly. 

"No need to be so formal son," Joe Sir smiled. "You have a lot of talent on the guitar boy and you surely are 
something special for Joseph to have his eyes on you. Between you and me, he is a bit of a hard one to 
impress." 

"Right you are about that," Steve laughed, softly. 

Joe walked over and glanced at his father, followed by Steve. "What are you talking about?" 


"Ah we were just talking about the boy's guitar skills, quite a talent, isnt he?" the father smiled. 


"Yeah, he really is," Joe nodded. 


Steve watched Joe's father walk away and looked at Joe. "I'm horribly jealous of your father, he's so proud of 


you; you can hear it in his voice.” 
"Ah well he's always been supportive but don't let it make you feel bad Stevie," Joe said. 
Steve nodded as Joe led him away from his parents since he didn't want Steve getting down about his father. 


Obviously this whole thing with his dad was becoming a more noticeable problem so this challenge of Joe's just 
got bigger. 


Hysteria 


Author's Notes: 
A sex scene takes place in this one. With other sexual situations, | only said it happened rather than writing it 


out but that doesn't mean there's no chance of me writing certain scenes. Sorry if it sucks though! 


Sav's eyes opened but immediately he squinted at the sun shining in his eyes. His pupils shrank in size as he 
calculated in his head when the sun would shift from the current position it was in. His mind then focused on 
the chants and yells of frustration from outside. His mind shifted again when Phil closed the curtain and 
turned to gaze at him. The pounding in his head told him he got far too drunk for his liking last night. 


"What did we do last night?" Sav asked. 


"We performed a great show, we got drunk,” Phil answered, but then paused for a moment. "And we slept 


around." 
Sav groaned since he detested the idea but he did remember somewhat. "I figured as much..with whom?" 


"Joe and Steve," Phil replied, to which Sav groaned again. "After, Joe left with Steve and we were too plastered 
to stop him." 


Sav frowned at the last bit but he was sure they were okay, or so he hoped. Joe was a sharp fellow though 


and he would take care of Steve and himself, so Sav had confidence. 


Meanwhile, Steve groaned and flicked his long lashes until his eyes opened and he took in the surroundings of 
the room. He was trying to remember the events of last night and while he did remember some of it and 


what they all did, it hurt his head to think too much. He groaned at the ringing phone and quickly picked it up. 


"Yeah?" Steve grunted, but sat up quickly after he heard the voice on the other line. He held his head in pain 


and bit back a moan as he listened to the voice on the other line. "I'm on my way." 


He tossed the phone on the receiver and slowly climbed out of bed He grabbed a pair of jeans from the closet 
and threw on a shirt, before going for the pain killers. Once he was ready, he grabbed his keys and left the 
flat he shared with Joe. 


"l'm coming," Steve muttered. 
He sped through the streets and it was a wonder why he wasn't stopped but he managed to make it to the 


hospital. He jumped out of his car and rushed toward the direction he was instructed to go. Joe turned and 
Steve walked right into his arms without a second thought. 


"How's your dad?" Steve asked. 


"Well he was hit pretty hard but he'll survive. He's in for surgery now," Joe replied, rather calmly considering 


the situation. Steve supposed it was because Joe knew his father would survive. 
"What's the surgery for?" Steve asked. 
"To repair tissue or something," Joe responded. "How do you feel?" 


Steve noticed that Joe changed the subject rather quickly but said nothing. "| have a headache from hell but | 
took pain killers," Steve replied 


"Me too," Joe admitted. "Do you remember last night?" 


Steve nodded but oddly enough, he felt no ill feelings toward the fact that Joe screwed around with Sav. One 
reason being, they were drunk, and for two he did screw around with Phil. Still, even knowing that, he felt no ill 


will or insecurity because of it. Joe came to him, Joe called him and not anybody else. 
"Steve, about that--" 
"We were drunk Joe, you don't need to explain," Steve responded, and Joe seemed to be thinking over that. 


Joe nodded finally and accepted that answer since it was true and plus, for once, Steve didn't show any sign 


that he was bothered. 


Sav found himself secured up in the office, working away on another article about the riots. He couldn't help it, 
especially since it hit so close to home for him. All the articles he read about the riots were decently written 
but it was obvious none of the writers had actually experienced the riots, or if they had, they had never seen 


it firsthand. 


They never saw the eyes of the men and women filled with hurt and betrayal, they didn't see the families 
that were being affected by the wage cuts and the riots on the streets. They didn’t notice the families who 
lost someone due to the violence happening as an outcome from all of this. These writers didn't see all that 


but Sav did so he felt he could provide a better account. 
"Sav." 


He heard his name but he was so consumed in the article to even pay attention. The door did eventually shut 


and he sent another two hours working on that article before he finally finished it and slipped it inside his 


folder. His eyes closed and so many emotions seemed to flow through him, and it hurt. He sucked in a harsh 


breath before releasing it and opening his eyes to find Phil at the door again. 
"My father is still out there," Sav said, quietly. 


Phil appeared to be sympathetic but he refrained from saying anything until he felt Sav needed words of 
comfort. He slowly approached Sav and knelt next to him, placing his hand against Sav's knee. 


"He's a bloody fool," Sav continued on. "He could die out there." 
Phil shook his head and sighed. "He won't love, he'll come back home to your mother, your siblings, and you." 


Sav nodded slowly as Phil shifted upward and pressed a gentle kiss against the corner of Sav's mouth, followed 
by a kiss on his lips. Sav responded with pulling Phil's jacket off him and sliding to the ground in a slow manner, 
almost like a snake. His lips stirred away from Phil's and trailed along the side of his face and moved toward 


his ear. 
"Touch me," Sav breathed. 


He had an odd way of putting things; it was almost formal, but that was one of the many things Phil loved 
about him. Phil pulled back just enough to unfasten the buttons to Sav's pants. Sav hooked his finger along the 
loops of his pants and slid the pants down his waist before shifting to one knee to complete remove the pants, 
followed by the other. He disregarded the pants on the ground, along with his underwear. Phil chose not to 
undress completely, instead he unfastened his own pants and left it at that. 


"Savvy. 
"Shh!" Sav shushed Phil, placing a finger against his lips. 


Phil smiled slightly and wrapped an arm around Sav's waist and pushed his back against the chair. Sav let his 
head roll back as Phil kissed along the front of his neck. He dug his fingers along Phil's blond hair and wrapped 
his knees around Phil's mid section. Phil spit into his hands and gave himself a few strokes, before he pushed 
inside his significant other. Sav sucked in a breath as Phil gently guided his hips to lower. After a minute, Sav 
released the breath he was holding and groaned when he felt Phil's thrusts began at a steady pace. He gripped 
a tight hold on Phil's shoulders and moved his lips along his neck. 


"Come on baby," Phil gasped. 


A smile crossed Sav's lips but it disappeared just as quickly as it appeared. He groaned Phil's name as Phil 
aligned his thrusts with the way Sav was moving. Their chests' rubbed together as Sav could already feel his 
body producing sweat. He gasped as he felt Phil bite along his collarbone long enough to leave a mark. The chair 
was pushed against the desk so hard that when they pushed against it again, it rolled, causing Sav to nearly 
fall. Phil had a strong grip on him though and held him up, keeping him from falling down. Sav rolled his hips in 


a circular motion and rolled his head back again. He closed his eyes, opened them again, closed them, and opened 
them again. Each time he would gaze as the spots on the ceiling as Phil thrust into his body, changing his 
movement a little bit each time. His erection rubbed against his stomach with each thrust and sweat dripped 
down his neck by this point. Sav moaned when Phil brushed his lips against his neck and licked the sweat up. He 


knew Phil was close to climaxing because his thrusts were speeding up and becoming sloppier. 
"Phil..lip," Sav gasped. 


That seemed to push him over the edge and Sav groaned as he felt his lover climax. Sav jerked forward and 
moaned as he followed his actions, and climaxed himself. Phil gave a few more sloppy thrusts to ride out his 
climax before he rolled Sav onto his back, and slipped out of him, and kissed him there on the ground. Sav 
parted his lips and moaned softly as he wrapped his arms around the other. 


"| love you Sav and l'm here when.when you need me," Phil panted. 


"| love you too Phil,” Sav whispered. "And | know." 


Steve was stirring in and out of sleep on the waiting room chair when he heard the doctor come in. He opened 
his eyes and took Joe's hand as Joe stood up, along with his mother, and asked the doctor where his father 


was. 
"The surgery was a success and your father is in recovery," The doctor said, softly. 
gery Yy P Y 


Steve smiled softly as he heard Joe sigh in relief and hug his mother. Joe looked toward Steve but his 
boyfriend only urged him to go see his father. Steve stood up, kissed Joe's lips, and stepped outside to the 
small outside area so he could smoke a cigarette. He knew they weren't going to allow him in the room, it was 


family only so he decided to pass time. 


Viv poured himself a shot and stared into the shot glass, contemplating on what he was supposed to do next. 
He glanced up when he heard someone walk in and smiled slowly. He smiled no matter what; he hid his problems 
beneath the layers inside his mind. Luckily it was Phil and Sav who walked in with Rick, who was more like an 


adult than a child. 
"How are you doin mates?" Viv asked. 


"Well but | did get a hold of Joe and you should know his pa had an incident, he and Steve are at the hospital 
so they're ruming late," Phil replied. 


"| wish Joe's pa the best," Viv nodded, and poured another shot. 
"Are you okay Vivian?" Sav asked. 


Rick moved to his drum set and immediately started practicing the drums. Viv only nodded to the question and 
smiled but Sav could see something was off, seeing as he was usually good at hiding his problems, however 
this time it was clear something was wrong. Phil was about to say something until Steve and Joe walked in the 


bar, so he bit back a remark 
"Ey, everything ready?" Joe asked 
"Yeah, sure," Phil answered, though he sounded a bit unsure. 


Steve moved to the bar and ordered a drink before laying the money on the counter. From the time it took 
Viv to make the drink, even Steve could see he seemed off. Steve frowned and took a sip of his drink before 
sighing, and glancing at Phil and Joe, whom were both looking at Viv were furrowed brows. Sav moved closer to 


the counter since he figured Steve would probe and Viv usually answered one of them. 


"| don't mean to intrude Viv." Steve started, before turning his gaze back to Vivian. "But | sense something is 
wrong, | always come to you when | need to talk to someone and | would like to think you'd do the same. What's 


wrong?" 


Viv sighed and set the shot glass down "The loss of jobs has been hard on both Melody and |. She wants to 
move, | don't and | refuse to move; | said that very clearly. She decided | am being selfish and it was in her 


best interest to leave me and take our daughter with her. She's filing for divorce mate.." 


The room went quiet as everyone took a moment to take everything that was said in. Not only was it 


destroying lives but it was destroying marriages as well. 


Two Steps Behind 


Author's Notes: 
The power of friendship! Thats what | based this chapter on Also, yes, Viv is fairly secretive with certain bits 
of information before anyone says it :P Kind of a short chapter, sorry. 


Will have a chapter up on Steve's birthday as well. 


Rick set his drum sticks down and stood, and a frown spread across his facial features, clearly from what he 
just heard. So maybe he was younger than all of them but he learned to care about them, even though he 
was just a kid 


"What are you going to do?" Rick asked. 


Viv shook his head and sighed. "I don't know mate, maybe | am being selfish, but is it so bad that | want to 


stay where my friends are?" 
"No it's not, | mean not really, right?" Steve asked, as Joe nodded. 


"My daughter is involved though and | don't want her growing up without me mate. | might have to move," Viv 


said. "| need a break, Phil." 


Viv stepped away from the counter and departed the area as Steve sat there a minute, taking everything in. 


He went to Viv a lot more than any of them knew, what would he do if Viv left? 
"He can't leave," Joe said. 

"Its his daughter love, what is the man to do?" Steve replied 

"Yeah, that's not something he can turn his back on mate," Phil said, as Rick nodded. 


"Why can't he fight for custody of something?" Joe groaned, though he wouldn't blame Viv if he did walk off 
to be with his daughter. 


‘lm going to try mate but if | don't win, | will have to move. | don't want her to live without me," Viv said, 


leaning against the doorway. 


Joe felt a growing headache and this was the last thing he needed before rehearsal. That was the last thing 


the band wanted as well because Joe tended to be a pain when he was in pain. 


Phil had to get a bartender to fill Viv's spot at the bar over the last few weeks but his missing presence was 
noticeable. Steve didn't hang out at the counter as much and Joe didn't stop back to have small chats with the 
bartender like he used to. Phil kept is relationship strictly professional with the current bartender and Sav 


never even acknowledged the man. 

The band stood on stage and played a Thin Lizzy cover, a Beatles cover, and one original song they wrote. Once 
they got off stage, they moved to the backroom and crashed on the couches. Steve sipped some water and 
wiped his forehead with a small cloth. 

"That was a good performance," Phil nodded. 

"The crowd loved it," Sav said, softly. 

"Something was missing though," Joe sighed. 


"That something would be Vivian but he had things to do," Phil replied. 


"Despite popular belief, | didn't miss your performance guys; | was in the crowds. | would never miss it, not for 


the world," Viv said, poking his head in the door. 


Vivian had a habit of doing this appearing trick before he left and it seemed he brought that trick back with 
him. It didn't matter though because Steve was quick to hug him, followed by the other guys. Viv didn't mind 
hugging his sweaty friends, he missed seeing them every day too. 


"We missed you mate," Phil said. 

"Aye, | missed you too but | had to step away for my daughter for awhile," Viv replied, smiling. "But I'm back." 
"Back for good?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah, | won my custody case for my daughter. | had a compelling case and a good lawyer that cost me all my 
savings but | won full custody; her mother can have visitation rights twice a month. The important part is | 
can stay and keep my daughter," Viv answered. Normally the courts liked giving joint custody but Steve 


wouldn't dig into that factor, he was just glad Viv was back for good. 


Steve smiled slightly. "Don't worry about that mate, the first month's check is my turn for rent but the 


second month's check can be used to help you build your savings again 


"The first month's rent is Phil's turn for rent so I'll help you during that time," Sav smiled, softly as well. 
"Ey, we'll help too," Phil said, as Joe nodded in agreement. 


Viv smiled and while he didn't want their pity, he knew there was no talking them out of something they 
wanted to do. They tended to help each other out during rough times and times of need. 


By the end of the month, the band managed to save up a good portion of cash for Viv while still having some 
for extras. To celebrate their successes, they decided to have a little get together at Viv's flat while his 
mother cared for his daughter. Joe stuck by Viv and Phil the majority of the time. Steve was usually shyer in 
big crowds if he wasn't with someone he knew so he stuck by Joe. Sav stood by the window, watching a few 
riots outside in thought. 


"Sav's been by that window all night, is he alright?" Steve asked. 


"He will be but for now, excuse me a minute, guys," Phil said, sighing before excusing himself to comfort Sav in 


what way he could. 


"He seems deep in thought," Steve said, tilting his head a bit. It had become obvious Steve had gotten close to 


Sav during Viv's absence, although they were always decent friends. 


"I imagine he is," Viv replied, not daring to spill his secrets. If Sav wanted to say what was going on, he would 
let Sav be the one to say. Of course Sav had told him about his father; Viv was the man everyone went to. 


Even Joe and Phil started going to him more after he came back from that month absence. 
"Whatever it is, he'll be fine, he has Phil and he has us," Joe said, softly. 
"Yeah, he does," Steve nodded. 


Steve turned his attention back to Joe and Viv, and smiled slightly at the two men. Eventually Phil and Sav 
joined them, and Sav seemed like he was okay. Whatever Phil said to him worked so Steve dropped it for now. 
Meanwhile the others had something else in mind like something for Steve's birthday. 


Now next course of action: Plan something for Steve's birthday. 


No Matter What 


Author's Notes: 
| did manage to post for Steve since his birthday is coming up [or it might be his birthday is some countries]. 
There are new developments that | think some will like and others will be like ‘huh? [hopefully not though]. This 


chapter is just meant to be more fun though. 


Steve found himself searching for his keys and rushing through the flat as Joe watched him. Joe stood against 
the wall as Steve rushed around the kitchenette and sighed as Joe pointed for the table. Steve sighed in relief 
and grabbed his keys off the table with a tired sigh. 

"Sorry | have to leave like this love but my alarm clock didn't go off and l'm running late," Steve said. 


"No, it's okay, | understand Stevie," Joe replied. 


Steve rushed out of the kitchen before running back for his coat and then running off again. Another minute 


passed and he ran back to kiss Joe against the lips. 

"Almost forgot but at the last minute, | remembered," Steve smirked, against his boyfriend's lips. 

"You certainly did remember and it was worth the wait," Joe grinned, and wrapped his arm around Steve 

"| really do have to go now," Steve whispered "But | will be back later" 

Joe smirked and watched him leave for good this time before he called Phil. He brewed some tea and opened 
the door when Phil and Sav came over sometime later. He allowed them in the flat and offered them some 


brew before he clasped his hands together. 


"Ok, Steve's birthday is coming up and we talked briefly about this before but we need to plan something. 


Steve's gone to the railroads for work, we have time," Joe said. 

"Steve's passion is music, guitars, and.." Phil paused. 

"And us," Sav finished the sentence. "Steve's artistic, he likes creative activities but he's not comfortable with 
crowds, somewhat like me. So while | think a creative theme would be nice, maybe we should keep the party 


smaller, something more comfortable for him." 


Sav has gotten really close to Steve and while Joe knew mostly what was comfortable for Steve, he could 


count on Sav or Viv to know what he didn't. Most people would find that discomforting but Joe found it to be a 


relief because it made his life easier. 


"Excellent! | am going to buy him a guitar but | am waiting for the pay on my last story to afford this guitar," 


Joe said. 

"Well | can pitch in mate, don't worry about it," Phil nodded. 

"Thanks mate," Joe nodded. "| already talked to Viv and he says he has a gift for Steve too." 

"| do too," Sav nodded. "So he'll have a few gifts but we should give them to him after everyone leaves." 


Joe nodded in thought as Phil and Sav talked about ideas for the party. Joe had a few ideas himself though and 


while he was allowing everyone to chime in, he planned on a lot of these ideas to be from him. 

"He likes frozen vodka," Joe said, randomly. "And I'll buy him some Yorkshire pudding, he really does like that." 
"Do we know what his favorite food is?" Phil asked. 

"Indian food," Joe answered, chuckling at the expression on Phil's face. "He has opened up a bit to me." 


They continued discussing this party for a couple of hours until finally Phil and Sav took their leave. 


Steve sat in the car, his eyes closed, shirt open, jeans unbuttoned, panting softly. Joe zipped his jeans up and 
hid the lube under the seat, as Steve opened his eyes and smirked. 


"| can't believe we did this in your car," Steve said. 
Joe chuckled in retort. "Believe it." 


Steve buttoned his jeans and closed his shirt tightly. He had pulled his jeans on not long after their love-making 
sex. Joe pushed the door open and stepped out of the car, while Steve followed his actions. Joe led him back to 


their flat and the minute Steve walked in, everyone stood up. 
"SURPRISE!" 


Steve looked alarmed for a moment but he lightened up after a minute and smiled. Joe tugged his sleeve and 
led him in where everyone congratulated him on making it another year. He did his best to greet everyone but 


Joe stayed near him because he tended to stir away from crowds he was unfamiliar with. Steve mostly stayed 


near the kitchen table where Phil, Sav, Viv, and Rick were though. 


"You guys didn't have to do this," Steve said, softly. 
"No, we didn't," Joe started. "But we wanted to." 


"It would have been too obvious to do it tomorrow on your birthday, so we decided to do it today. We thought 


that was just as swell," Sav smiled 


"| appreciate it mate, you're the best friends a man could ever have," Steve said, and then turned to Joe. "And 
the best boyfriend a lover could ever have." 


Joe smirked and kissed him against his lips, before watching him walk off for another drink. He turned his gaze 
to Phil and the other and grinned slightly, almost as if he were proud of himself. 


"He won't say it but he's touched," Joe said. 


"You seem to know a lot about him now, which means he has opened up to you. Does that mean your challenge 
is concurred?" Phil asked 


"No but we're getting there," Joe answered. "Right now, I'm enjoying his happiness.” 
Sav seemed pleased with that answer and Viv seemed somewhat pleased with that answer as well. Sav had 
gotten protective over him, which told Joe that Sav, knew things about Steve too. Sav just had this aura about 


him and it drew people in, Joe didn't miss it and apparently none of the others did either. 


Steve walked back over and handed Joe a drink while keeping one for his own pleasure. "You got the expensive 
alcohol, | like it," Steve commented. 


‘Of course love and | got you a gift Too," Joe said. "Phil pitched in for some of it too." 

Steve looked surprised but smiled at the words and waited patiently. He conversed with some of his guests 
from his party and after sometime, he escorted them out, little by little. When he returned to the kitchen, Joe 
was handing him a guitar. Steve's eyes widened slightly and he rushed over to observe the guitar. 

"A Les Paul limited edition, how did you afford this? This is worth more than | am honestly," Steve said. 
"Nonsense! Stop that rubbish and don't worry about how | afforded it but Phil did pitch in," Joe replied. 


Steve smiled softly and took hold of the guitar. "It's perfect, absolutely beautifull’ 


"Clarky, | got you that," Viv said, pointing toward the table where a vintage record player sat with a pack of 


records. 


"Oh god, mate," Steve said and set the guitar carefully in the case before rushing over to the record player. 


‘Its in mint condition, you shouldn't have Vivian, you have a daughter and everything.” 

"Let's just say | get by with a little help from my friends," Viv said, mimicking the Beatles song. 

Steve smiled slightly but he turned his gaze when Sav tapped him on the shoulder and pointed toward what 
looked like a pile of papers on the table and an easel against the wall. Steve slowly approached and upon further 


inspection, that pile of papers was actually drawing pads, drawing equipment, and painting equipment. 


"This is from Phil and me, and since Phil felt music suited you, we bought you some music books so you can 


write your own music," Sav said. 

Steve looked touched, really. It wasn't a forced expression, it was genuine happiness and genuine expressions. 
"Thanks mate," Steve said, barely above a whisper. 

Its not a problem mate, what did your family get you?" Phil asked, deciding to probe a bit. 

Steve glanced at him but looked away quickly. "They gave me some money and my mum took me for 
breakfast," Steve answered. "We don't do gifts much anymore, not that | mind, | don't need anything but l'm 


always thankful when someone puts some thought into it.” 


Phil mused over the words but nodded in the end as Steve slowly stepped away with Joe. Phil didn't try to 


interrupt them, he knew they were going to do something intimate. 


"Phil, tell me something," Sav said, before pausing. "Does Joe love him? Steve's heart is fragile, if he's doing 


this for the challenge only.” 

"Stop there Savvy," Phil interrupted. "I've questioned him on this and he says he loves him. I've known Joe a 
long time and | believe him, | really do. | think he really does love him but he won't say it out loud because in 
his mind it's a sign of weakness." 


"Do you know that for sure?" 


"Yes, Joe has stated before that he believes publicly stating your love is a sign of weakness. He used to mock 
love and people who were in love so | do know this. He didn't expect to fall in love but he did," Phil replied. 


Sav glanced at Vivian who nodded as well. "Okay, | really enjoy Joe's company but | don't want to see Steve hurt 


is all" 


The next morning, Steve woke up on the ground of his bedroom, Joe was beside him and Phil was on the bed 


with Sav. Viv didn't seem to be present so Steve assumed he went home late last night. He smirked in 
response, almost knowing what they did last night and no alcohol seemed to be involved, or at least not to the 
point of drunkenness. 

"Ey mates?" Steve called out. 


"Mhm?" Phil mumbled. 


"Has this somehow turned into some freaky weird four-way relationship or something?" Steve asked, since 
somehow he didn't feel threatened by Joe and Sav doing their thing, and this was the second time they did 
this. It wasn't that Sav wasn't attractive, he was, and he could have anyone he wanted but because there was 
something about Sav, there always was. He supposed that was why he got so close to him so quickly and 


easily. It probably helped that he had met him in high school before as well. 


"I think so love," Phil responded with clear amusement in his sleepy tone. "Your main love is Joe and mine is Sav 


but | think so. Happy birthday Stevie!" 

Steve smirked and glanced at Joe who wore his signature smirk across his face. Joe's hand caressed his thigh 
and he nodded slowly, taking it as a sign of assurance that no matter what type of relationship this ended up 
being, Steve was his true love. 


"Very well,” Steve responded. 


He lay back down, enjoying Joe's strokes and said nothing else. They would discuss this later and maybe 


determine further plans for this ‘weird relationship' they all seemed to have. 


When everyone finally did get up, it was around noon or so. Steve got everyone their brew and sat down in the 


recliner. His eyes closed as Joe sat next to him on the ground and pat his leg. 

"How is this going to work?" Steve asked. 

"Friends with benefits mate," Phil answered, knowing exactly what Steve was talking about. "You two are in love 
and we're in love but if we want to do this and everyone is okay with it, we can. We didn't even have sex last 
right Steve, we made out, it can be something as simple as that." 

"Viv knew where it was going, he darted," Sav chuckled. 

Steve smirked and opened his eyes. "He's a traditional man" 


"Yeah, he really is," Joe nodded. 


"Look mate, if you're uncomfortable, we don't have to do anything, no pressure Steve. It's not as if I'm really a 


man who sleeps around with different partners but you guys are my friends and Sav is my love. | trust you," 


Phil replied 
Steve nodded slowly and glanced at Joe, who touched his knee. "We don't have to do anything," Joe said, quietly. 


"No, we can if you want to but not all the time mate," Steve replied, softly. "At least until | get comfortable 
with this." 


"That's fine Stevie," Joe nodded. 


They dropped the subject after that and went about the day. 


Kiss the Day 


Author's Notes: 
Some progress.. 


The last week had been a busy one for the guys. Not only was there a unique change in their relationship but 
there was also a lot of changes in business. Joe and Sav suddenly got a large amount of article subjects to 
write about; Phil's club had gotten a lot of business during times where he had to close the club at times; The 
railroad Steve worked at suddenly needed him to work more. The riots were worse than ever and it was 
distracting Sav more often than not. 

Steve walked in the door as Viv immediately got started on a drink for him, without needing to be asked. Steve 
sat at the counter and released a long sigh as his drink was handed to him. He smiled slightly when Viv pushed 
his money away, before taking a swing of the contents in the glass. 

"Is been a really busy day," Steve sighed. 

"| can tell," Viv replied. "You look exhausted mate." 

‘lam, the riots have caused some problems at the railroads and the vandalizing is getting bad too," Steve said. 


Viv nodded. "The club had some vandalizing too but luckily it wasn't that bad this time." 


"How horrible! These rioters are doing more harm than good at this point," Steve sighed, again. "But have you 


seen Joe around?" 

Viv pointed toward the stage where Steve could see a glimpse of his union shirt from the backstage. Steve 
gazed at him for awhile before Joe turned and caught sight of his love. Joe jumped off stage and approached 
the bar area, before placing a quick kiss against Steve's lips. 

"Rough day at work?" Joe asked. 

"Is it that obvious?" Steve asked a question of his own in response. 


"Well yes and plus, its been a rough day for everyone," Joe replied 


Steve nodded idly and sipped his drink. He seemed to be in a world of his own with his thoughts until Sav burst 
through the door. He didn't appear to be happy but whatever feeling he was feeling, it wasn't readable. 


Steve set his glass down slowly. "Sav?" Steve called. 


"My dad, he was injured out there," Sav said, softly. "I knew that was going to happen if he kept going out 
there." 


Phil immediately joined Sav's side to comfort him as Steve gave him a sympathetic expression. Joe looked 
surprised but he did eventually give his best wishes to Sav and his family. Steve really wanted to go comfort 
him but Phil was leading him to the backroom. 

"| want to be there for him," Steve said, softly. 

"You will, we will, but let him come out first," Joe replied. 

Steve sighed and nodded before he went back to his drink. He meant to have some small conversation with Viv 
and Joe but nobody felt like talking now. Steve couldn't wrap his mind over all this damage these riots were 
causing and though he didn't intentionally pull away, he did jerk from the counter and move to the bathroom. 
Joe watched him for a moment before turning his gaze to Vivian 

"He's taking it hard,” Viv frowned. 

"He has anxiety mate and this only adds to it. He's trying to fight it without medication," Joe responded. 

Viv sighed since he knew where this conversation was heading. "Why?" 

"He has a habit of popping more pills when it doesn't work right away so | told him to stop and he finally did 
but his anxiety is so bad, it's hard on him. He'll be okay, I'll make sure of it," Joe said, though if he were being 


honest, it worried him. He didn't realize how much Steve was fighting when he first met him. 


Steve did eventually return to the counter just as Sav and Phil were coming out of the backroom. Steve looked 


toward Sav as his curly haired friend frowned at the sight of him, looking almost defeated. 
‘Im fine love," Steve said, softly. "Are you?" 
‘| will be, yeah," Sav nodded. 


Steve nodded slowly and sat down beside Joe with a drawn out sigh. He didn't want to probe but he really 


wanted to there for Sav in case he wanted to talk. 


Another week had passed and Sav was noticeably absent a lot of times, though Joe had noted he was stil 
submitting articles for the company they worked for. This week had also been a long week and instead of 


hanging out at the club, Viv, Joe, and Steve decided to go out for coffee. 
"Ey mate, how is Steve doing with his..err habits? | suppose that's what | should call them," Viv whispered. 


Joe smiled proudly at the question. "He's fine actually mate, he doesn't rely on pills so much anymore. | 


suppose my influence did play a role in that." 


Joe didn't mean to come off as an over confident snob and anyone who didn't know him would probably think of 


him that way. Luckily Viv did know him though and he knew how Joe was. 
"l'm glad to hear that," Viv nodded. 


Viv did keep to himself when Steve walked back with a few cups of coffee. Steve handed Viv and Joe a biscuit. 
Steve sat down and smiled as if he was pleased about something. 


"Sav will be by soon," Steve said. It had become obvious he missed hanging around Sav. It wasn't just a sexual 
thing; in fact, aside from some make out sessions, they didn't really participate with that too much, or at least 
not with each other. It was just a true friendship, a brotherhood 

"What about Phil?" Joe asked. 


"Phil's coming with him and they're bringing Rick Allen," Steve replied. 


Steve's expression seemed to light up at the sight of Sav and he immediately stood to hug him. Then he took 
the time to hug Phil as Joe repeated the actions and smiled. 


"How are you lads?" Joe asked. 
Sav nodded. "Better, a lot better. Me dad will make a full recovery over the next couple of weeks." 


‘lm glad," Steve nodded, before turning his gaze to Rick. "How are you doing Rick? Is your mum still pitching a 
Hee 


"lm fine and no, she's let it go," Rick said. "She worries too much." 
"You're her baby Rick," Joe chuckled. 
"| know and she doesn't let me forget it," Rick groaned. 


Joe chuckled and rubbed his hand over Steve's knee while their three friends took a seat and conversed in 


some light conversation. Joe was hoping to talk about the band but he would ease into that conversation. 


Is this band still going?" Rick asked. "Me mum wants to know." 


Joe smirked since Rick brought up the conversation for him. "Yes, we'll get back to practicing but we had to 


take a break for awhile." 
"When are we going to practice?" Steve asked, quietly. 


"Tomorrow," Joe nodded, glancing at Sav. "And we'll perform next weekend, | hear talent scouts will be at one of 


the bars." 

Sav nodded as well. "| can be there tomorrow to prepare." 

"So can |," Phil said 

"Ill be there," Rick nodded, too. 

Steve merely nodded and let the guys continue their conversation while he nodded every so often. He wasn't 
mad but the idea of performing, while he loved it, it made him nervous beforehand. This was especially true 


since they were actually preparing for something big. This could be their big break and while he was excited, 
his nerves were skyrocketing as well 


Kings of Oblivion 


Author's Notes: 
With this chapter, some people may like it and some won't. I'm slowly progressing the successes as well as the 


issues. Really everything is being brought to surface. 


Joe does come across as rude at times, | will warn of that, but he doesn't intentionally. Steve is not a weak 


person but he is human and he does have issues so | demonstrated that again. 


Rehearsal had been brutal lately, especially for Steve who rehearsed during the day and worked a night shift 
at the railroads. They felt confident enough to play the next weekend, or at least the majority of them did. 


Phil had to quit the band due to a broken wrist and Sav wouldn't elaborate on what happened. Phil did stay 
close to the band though and he continued working at the club. Steve's anxiety had gotten high as the time 
came closer but now that Phil wasn't going to play with them and this Pete guy was playing again, he was even 
more anxious. He knew Pete, Pete was the one who originally brought up an idea about a band but he was 
kicked due to their friendship with Phil and his obsessive alcohol use, which he still had. It didn't matter in the 
slightest now though; Joe wanted this so they were doing it. 


Steve leaned over the toilet and vomited as he gasped and took a deep breath. He waited to see if anything else 
would come up but it didn't so he stood and washed his face. 


"Steve, show time, Joe said from the hallway. 

Steve's eyes closed but he opened them once again and pulled his guitar over his body. He stepped out of the 
bathroom and moved to the stage in what seemed like a slow motion in his mind. Joe could sense his 
nervousness so he made sure to stay close to him. When the band was called on stage, Rick went on stage 
first, followed by Sav, Pete, and Steve. Then Joe stepped on stage and raised his hands for the fans. 

"Thank you," Joe grinned. 

The band started on cue and Steve's anxiety issues seemed to melt away as the music took over his whole 
being. Sav had no problem playing along and Pete played his parts but it was clear he was drunk They played 
well despite that factor and from the back of the crowds, Phil and Viv watched them. 

"They're really good," Phil nodded. 


"Yeah, they are mate but l'm sure they'd rather have you with them," Viv replied. 


"I know but | can't play right now mate," Phil said with a slight smile. 
"When you're able, they'll invite you," Viv said, softly. 


Phil nodded and smiled as his eyes focused on Sav; the way he moved, the way he played, the way he did 
everything. 


Meanwhile Def Leppard had just finished their forth song before they stepped off stage. Steve seemed just 
fine as he walked off stage, almost as if he never had a problem to begin with. 


"You can do this Stevie," Joe said, quietly. 

Steve hesitated on replying but he eventually nodded. "No, we can do this." 

"Yes, we can," Joe responded in agreement. 

Joe caught sight of a group of producers and managers as his eyes scanned the group of them until he saw 


the producer he wanted. Joe left Steve with the others and approached Peter with his charming grin spread 


across his features. 

"Peter Mensch?" Joe asked. 

Peter turned his gaze to Joe and nodded. "Yes." 

Joe wasn't willing to be brushed off. "I'm glad you saw us play.’ 

"| did, you guys are good," Peter replied, before going back to his conversation with an associate. 
"You're a manager right?" Joe asked. 


Finally Peter excused the associate and smiled confidently. "Yes, | enjoyed watching your band play, who's your 


manager?" 
"Now that you're here, you are now," Joe smirked. 

Peter smirked in retort. He was hoping for this answer or something like it. "Really?" 

"Yeah," Joe nodded. 

"| think that can be arranged if I'm honest with you. I'll manage you but you guys have to--" 


"We did well but we can do better, | know," Joe interrupted. 


Peter smirked again and nodded but said no more for a minute. He gave Joe his information, his card and then 


introduced himself to the rest of the band before giving them the same information. 


Steve sat down on the recliner as he sighed and gazed out the window. Their band had been performing left 
and right over the last few weeks, and if you combine that with the railroads work, Steve barely had time for 
rest. He stopped trying to though and he used the couches in backstage areas when he had a chance. 


His eyes glazed over the two forms through the cracked door. Sav leaned against the sink, back first, and Joe 
hovered over him, kissing him and caressing him. Steve didn't mind except that he was extremely tired and his 
current position on the chair was uncomfortable. He closed his eyes before he opened them again. Sav was 
bent over and Joe was moving his hips in a thrusting manner. Steve might have been turned on if his mind 


wasn't shot from exhaustion. 

"lm going for a cigarette, love," Steve called out. 

He saw Joe nod and smirked as he took his leave from the room. He did go for a cigarette but he didn't know 
how long he stayed out there. He just realized he had dozed off in the car and Viv was shaking him awake. Viv 
had this expression of concern on his face and it was always enough to make anyone feel guilty becouse Viv 
was generally a fun-loving, upbeat man 

"I'm fine Vivian, l'm just so tired," Steve mumbled. 

Are you sure?" Viv asked. 

"Yes," Steve nodded. 

He turned his head and saw Joe coming toward the car with a tense expression across his features. Steve 
pushed himself out of the car but his legs didn't want to work and Joe had to catch him. Steve mentally 
cursed his feet for falling asleep on him and used Joe's body to push himself upward. 


"Steve, what have you done?" Joe asked, 


"Why do you assume | have done something?" Steve snapped, not really meaning to. "I'm just tired, I've literally 
only had about four hours of sleep in the last week" 


"Four hours? Why only four hours? Do | always have to keep tabs on you?" Joe asked. He didn't mean to come 
across as the way he did. 


Steve's expression darkened and he pushed Joe away from him. "I never asked you to keep tabs on me, you 
chose to do that because you couldn't accept losing a challenge and | did it to keep up with the band” 


| haven't lost," Joe hummed. No matter how he meant it, he never backed down from Steve. "Regardless, | 


didn't mean that to come out as.. well offensive as it did" 

Steve sighed. "I'll be fine, when is the next performance?" 

"Don't know yet, we'll talk to Peter," Joe nodded, urging Steve back inside. 

"Is he really alright?" Viv asked, whispering. "You know how he is with pressure; can he really deal with this?" 
Joe nodded. "He's not on anything, | know, | count out everything he takes when he's not looking; its my way or 
no way when it comes to his pills and he knows that so he won't take anything. He's just tired; he'll be fine 
once he sleeps." 

Viv only nodded and followed Joe back inside while Joe mused over his thoughts. He knew pressure on Steve 


was a tricky subject but he was determined to make this work and he was determined to be right. With that 


in mind, he would take Steve's word and assume he would be fine. 


Goodbye 


Author's Notes: 
Finally | mustered enough will to get another chapter. Pete targets Steve and although my disclaimer says it, 


this is fiction and Pete never made this claims or targeted him in this way. 


Time seemed to speed by or at least Steve thought so. Days turned into weeks, weeks turned into months in 
what seemed like a short amount of time. After their manager, Peter, sent some of their material to Mutt 
Lange, the famous producer agreed to produce their album. Recording the aloum was a difficult process but 
what was more difficult was Pete Willis, their current guitarist, and for some reason, Steve felt he had it out 
for him. Every time the band would mention his drinking problems, he would shoot back with ‘Well Steve drinks 
more than | do', followed by a glare. Steve wasn't even sure what he had done to deserve the constant glares 


or remarks. 


It didn't matter because the band was getting tired of his drunkenness affecting his performances. For that 
reason, they had just about enough of him. 


"Pete, what you did--" Joe started 
"Alright so | went off to get a drink," Pete snickered "I had stage fright, it calmed my nerves” 
"That's sod!" Joe exclaimed. 

"Is not," Pete shot back. 

"Yes it is, you don't get stage fright, Steve does," Joe said, rolling his eyes. 

"Yeah well, | don't see you getting after him," Pete snapped. 

Joe was about to respond but Steve did first. "I dont walk off stage in the middle of performances” 


"You drink more than | do, you arse hole," Pete snapped at Steve. In response Steve flipped him the finger but 
said nothing. 


"We've had just about enough of you," Joe admitted. 


"You have, have you? | made this band what it is," Pete snapped. "Not just you and not your perfect good 
looking guitarist" 


Steve's eyes narrowed and he muttered something barely audible, causing Pete to glare right back out him. 


Joe's jaw tightened but he kept his stance and refused to show his displeasure with the way Pete treated 
Steve. If he were being honest, he felt Pete would have treated any guitarist in the band that way. 


"No, the five of us did, not just you," Joe snapped back. "l'm not the only one who feels this way." 
"Oh really?" Pete growled, and glanced around the room. "Fine then, l'm done with you guys, sod off." 


Pete tossed the towel and stormed out of the room as Steve shook his head and glanced at Sav. Sav lay his 
head back against the couch and sighed softly, seeing as they were now without a guitarist. 


"Sav, can Phil play again yet?" Joe asked 

"| don't know, | think so," Sav answered, lifting his head. "Il ask him 

"Right!" Joe nodded. 

Not but twenty-four hours later, Phil confirmed he could play again and he replaced Pete as their second 
guitarist. This actually made Steve feel better because Phil was a dear friend and he didn't give him the nasty 


looks that Pete did. 


Rick Allen was also relieved too because he felt closer to Phil than he ever did to Pete. He may have been just 
a kid but he was smart for his age and he believed himself to be more adult than child. 


Screams and yells came from outside his bedroom window, making it hard for Rick to sleep any. He sighed and 
turned in his bed as he listened to the rioters going on and on about the usual. These riots had gone on for a 


couple of years so Rick was used to it, but it didn't mean he liked it. He blew his hair of his face and sat up, 
deciding to give up on sleeping when he heard things thrown around outside. 


"Richard?" His mother called. 

Rick groaned. "Yeah mum?" 

"Are you okay in there?" His mother asked. "No windows are broken right?" 
"No mum, | think the neighbors got a broken window," Rick answered. 

"Jim and Sally?" she gasped. 

"| think so," Rick answered. 

"Oh dear, | better call them," she said. 


Rick sighed and got out of bed, and cautiously glanced out the window. Sure enough, their neighbors, Jim and 


Sally did get a broken window. Rick shook his head and stepped away from the window. He moved to his desk 
and decided to look through a magazine. There was no way his mother would let him out of the house and he 


sure wasn't going to get any sleep, so he might as well pass time. 


Meanwhile, Vivian walked into the bar and smiled slightly at Phil, whom seemed to be taking a break. Viv 
stepped behind the counter and quickly made him a drink. 


‘I'm sorry I'm late, mate, my daughter was sick," Viv said. 

"No need to apologize Vivian, | understand," Phil smiled, accepting the drink. 

Viv nodded and made himself a drink as well. "How does it feel to be in the band again?" 
‘Its great mate, I'm really enjoying it," Phil beamed. 


Viv had to chuckle at how happy Phil got when the band was mentioned. "I'm glad and | knew they would take 
you back." 


| know and I'm not happy they had a falling out with Pete but | am glad to be back with the band,” Phil nodded. 


"How are things with you Vivian?" 

Viv couldn't help but chuckle at the question It wasn't an irrational question but he intentionally made it a 
habit to stay as private as possible. He knew his friends were trying to be supportive but at the same time, 
get a peek in his life. 

"Not too harsh these days, it's tough being a single parent but my sister helps out," Viv nodded, 

"| can imagine," Phil replied. "So it's all good?" 

Viv smiled, tilting his head to the right side. "It's not bad, I'm happy | have my daughter. I'm not completely 
enthused about the situation with Melody and |, but | hope we can get along some day so my daughter doesn't 
grow up without a mother." 


"| understand," Phil nodded. "You're a good father Vivian, a good friend, and a good person 


Vivian smiled slightly and acknowledged the compliment with a small nod. That was the biggest compliment 


anyone could give him so he always appreciated those types of compliments. 


He turned his gaze toward the door when Joe and Steve walked in with Sav. He searched for Rick but found no 
sign of him despite the fact that he was supposed to be here. 


"Rehearsal is postponed," Steve sighed. "Rick's mum won't let him out, they're protesting on his very street." 


"Rick is in a serious situation, | can't blame his mum," Sav mused. 

"Yeah but it puts us behind," Joe said, rather calmly despite the situation. 

Steve took the drink Viv made for him and nodded. "Nothing we can do love." 

Steve didn't wait for a response, he slowly made his way toward the stage, set his drink down, and picked up 
the guitar laying there. Joe turned and glanced at him, but only after he started playing. Steve's stage fright 
wasn't just something that happened in front of crowds, he sometimes got that way in front of his friends too 
and Joe knew that. Nonetheless, he was breathtaking when he played and Joe admired his ability to play from 
the heart. His melodic sound was something that he rarely heard anymore except from the legends. 

"What is he playing?" Sav asked. 


"Don't know mate," Joe admitted. 


Sav nodded and joined Steve on stage before playing along with Steve. They were making music without even 
trying and that in itself was perfect in Joe's eyes. A slow smile crossed his lips as he enjoyed watching the 
two perform. Once they finished, Steve stepped off to the corner of the club and enjoyed the toxic fumes 
from his cigarette. Joe decided to he wanted to talk to Steve about something but because he looked at peace 
with his cigarette, Joe chose to approach slowly. 


"Just because my eyes are closed doesn't mean | don't know you're there," Steve smirked, before he opened 


his eyes slowly. 


| wasn't trying to sneak up Steve but how did you know it was me and not, say, Phil?" Joe responded with a 


smirk of his own. 


"| didn't for sure but | assumed because you like to do this disturbing sneaky thing where you stay as quiet as 
possible except for your breathing,’ Steve said. 


Joe chuckled but soon his smirk faded. "Let me ask you something blunt?" 
“Alright, ask," Steve nodded, dreading what Joe had to ask. 
"Did you and Pete--" 


"Stop there Joe, | didn't do anything with him except refuse his advances," Steve interrupted. "Where is this 


coming from?" 


"Pete actually," Joe answered, rather calmly. "What actually did he ask of you? | know you can take care of 


yourself but he didn't make you do anything, did he?" 


| should start off by saying he was drunk, wasted in fact, but he tried to kiss me and even tried to persuade 
me after the fact. | refused and | don't think he was really interested in me, | think he was just looking for a 
quickie or something but he didn't take it any further. | never knew what | did to make him despise me; he 
acted a certain way with me before that but | ‘sppose that didn't help. | really do think he was just trying to 
piss you off," Steve explained. "When did he tell you this?" 


"The night we fired him," Joe answered. 


Steve chuckled. "It'd figure he'd try to get back at me. | mean think about it, he goes and tells you because it's 


not a secret what we have. Not to mention, he's always had it out for me." 


"I know and | figured he wasn't telling the truth, thats why | asked you," Joe answered. He trusted Steve to 
tell him the truth and Steve always did. "You're my challenge love, you know that and | know that; | can't 
imagine that changing until | have won, which may take eternity. Regardless, | don't care who | screw, you're 
the one | want to stick with out of bloody love and | don't have to think twice about saying that. | do love you 
Stephen, don't let your bastard dad, Pete, or anyone else tell you otherwise." 


Steve smiled a little and offered Joe his cigarette, to which Joe happily accepted it. He had to admit, cigarettes 


did seem to calm his nerves as well but it wasn't a habit he was necessarily pleased to pick up. 


Another Hit and Run 


Author's Notes: 
| want to say Steve isn't as insecure with his relationship anymore but he did like seeing some sparks in Joe. 


He will always be a bit feisty. Other than that, hope you enjoy! 


Everything seemed perfect, almost too perfect, and it was easy to forget the personal problems everyone was 
going through. At least until Joe received a call from Steve about Sav and quickly departed his apartment for 
the club. 


"Is Sav okay?" Joe asked the minute he entered the club. 


Steve turned and nodded as he placed a quick kiss against Joe's lips. "He followed his dad in one of the riots and 
hit his head. He got kicked around a few times but he's fine." 


Joe nodded and glanced in the backroom to see Sav sitting on the couch with a tissue against his nose. He 


turned his gaze back to Steve and pulled him away from the door. 
"You said he hit his head, right?" Joe asked, furrowing his brows. 


"Yeah but his brother says he'll be okay," Steve answered. "His brother is studying medicine or some sod. The 
good news is the rioting is slowing down and Sav's pa decided to stop rioting himself." 


Joe sighed in relief and kissed Steve again as Viv walked out of the backroom with a slight smile across his 
face. Joe observed the jacket in his hand and glanced up at Vivian. 


"Are you leaving?" Joe asked. 


"Yeah, | need to gather my daughter, mum has to make a run and can't continue to watch her now," Viv 


answered, 


"Be careful out there mate," Steve nodded. "The rioting is starting to slow in some areas but in others, it's a 


bleeding mess." 


"| know, thanks love," Viv nodded. 


Viv held off from telling his friends about his car troubles, simply because they would offer to help pay for it. 
They all knew he was doing okay right now but he couldn't afford another expense and he regretted it now. He 
held his frightened 2-year-old daughter and walked along the side of the street. His car had broken down and 
he hated that he allowed this to happen, and potently put his daughter at risk. 

"Shh!" Viv said, trying to soothe his young daughter. 

There were riots on some streets while others seemed peaceful, it was kind of a weird mix. Viv decided he 
didn't want to be out here with his daughter in his arms. Therefore, he began looking for a public payphone 
and the first one that caught his eye, he rushed in. This wasn't a good street to be on and of course the 
payphone had to be on a street with riots. Viv dialed up Phil but he received no answer so he dialed up Steve. 
"Ello?" Steve answered. 


"Steve? | really hate to do this but | need a ride," Viv said. 


Steve could hear ruckus in the background and it sounded as if Viv was anxious himself. "Of course, Sav is 


with me, l'm supposed to take him home too, is that okay?" 

"Of course," Viv replied, before telling him his location 

"Stay where you are, I'll be there in ten, maybe twenty minutes,” Steve said. 

"Right!" 

Viv hung up the phone and rocked his daughter, who whined and clung to him. Around fifteen minutes later, he 
sighed in relief when he saw Steve's car pull up and rushed out to it. He climbed in the back seat with his 
daughter and shut the door. Steve didn't waste time in pulling out since he didn't want to be there either. 
"Are you alright?" Sav asked. 

"Yeah, we're fine," Viv nodded. "This is Makaylah, my daughter." 

Sav smiled in response but his expression quickly changed again. "Why are you out here?" 

"My car broke down, | started walking," Viv answered. 


"Well at least you both are safe and as for your car-" 


"Don't offer to help Sav, please," Viv said, slightly smiling. "You guys have already assisted me in more ways 
than one. | already don't know how l'm going to pay you back." 


"You don't need to," Sav replied, softly. 


Steve nodded. "You're a friend, it was no trouble." 

Steve glanced behind him before turning down Viv's street and slowing down in front of his house. Viv thought 
over his words for a minute before he nodded. It wasn't as if he didn't know that but he was usually so 
independent that he hated asking for help. 


"Thanks loves," Viv smiled. 


He got out of the car and waved before walking into his home. Steve started up the car and left his place as 


Sav folded his hands. 

"He's got to learn to accept help when he really needs it," Steve chuckled 
"Says the lad who does the same thing," Sav chuckled, too. "I agree though 
"Sod offl" Steve smirked 


Steve drove Sav home and found Joe and Phil on the couch, talking music. Joe glanced up and Steve swore he 
saw a hint of amusement but he said nothing about it. 


"Where were you?" Joe asked. 

"We had to pick up Vivian; his car broke down and he had his daughter with him," Steve answered, 
"He's alright though, right?" Phil asked, concerned, 

"Yeah, he's fine," Steve nodded. "His daughter is so cute, just like him. 


Steve almost smirked when he saw some sort of spark in Joe's eye becouse he honestly never saw him react 


to complimenting anyone else but he refrained. It really wasn't his intent to make his boyfriend jealous. 
"She really is," Sav nodded. 


Steve helped himself to Sav's kitchen and Joe followed after him almost immediately. Steve poured himself 


some water; he had been trying to cut down some on alcohol because Joe expressed concerns with it. 
"You like it when you think I'm jealous, do you?" Joe said with a tint of amusement in his tone. 


Steve mentally cursed at how well Joe could read him. "Not necessarily, | just like when you continue to 


express some sort of expression when it comes to the things | say." 


"Are we back to this again-" 


"No Joseph," Steve said, turning to face him and it was true. He actually felt no ill will or insecurities at the 


moment. "It's just a nice acknowledgement.” 


Joe only smirked, which Steve actually detested because he knew Joe had the upper hand in this conversation 
"l'Il acknowledge you all you want when we get back to the flat.” 


Joe turned on his heel and walked out without waiting for another response. Steve really found this mind 


games annoying but he knew doe liked them so he accepted it as it was. 


Steve left Sav's house at some point, visited his parents, and ended up back at the flat he shared with Joe. He 
had showered and pulled on a robe as he felt there was no reason to get dressed. He wasn't happy about what 
transpired between his father and him, but he was used to it. 


"Why do you insist on seeing them?" Joe asked from the bed. 

Steve sighed. "They're me parents Joe, | couldn't ever just disown them." 

"Stevie, they make you feel like sod It's rubbish," Joe said. 

Steve waved Joe off but the older of the two wasn't having any of that. He got up and pulled Steve around to 
face him, and still the younger of the two tried to pull away. Joe grabbed his wrists and refused to release 
him from his hold. Steve's eyes narrowed and he struggled but that ended up getting him pushed against the 
wall. 


"Stop retracting," Joe said, quietly. 


"Stop trying to concur," Steve replied, quickly. It was actually quite common for the two of them to come at 


each other with these responses. 


"You insist on seeing them, right? Then stop letting your father destroy you. He's going to talk his rubbish but 


the minute you leave his house, leave his words with him," Joe said, sternly. 


Steve didn't have a chance to reply; Joe kissed him to prevent any response and he did this because he knew it 
would work Steve did stop struggling and allowed Joe entrance to his mouth. It was vulgar and repulsive but 
Steve liked it despite trying to deny it for so long. He pulled his wrists from Joe's grasp and pulled back, 
breaking the kiss. 


"ll try," Steve whispered. 


"Steve-" 
"Joe, | said I'll try. He's me dad, it's hard, but | will try," Steve interrupted. "I promise; | will try love." 
“All right," Joe nodded. 


Joe didn't move from Steve but he accepted that answer and said nothing else on the matter. 


Torn to Shreds 


Author's Notes: 
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Weeks easily turned to months and the band was gaining momentum, much to Joe's satisfaction They even 
began working on another album and started talking about playing more shows to a wider audience. That's why 
it was such a shock when Joe called up everyone involved and broke up the band with no explanation. When Sav 


asked Peter about it, he would only say ‘talk to Joe’ but indicated he understood Joe's decision. 


It was a little over a month later and Joe was already talking about starting up another band. Joe sat at the 
counter of the bar and sipped his drink, seemingly in thought. 


"I think it's a good idea," Joe said. "We take our original roles; | sing, Sav plays bass, Rick plays drums, Phil plays 
guitar, and Vivian will play guitars." 


"What about Steve?" Sav asked. 
"Nol" Joe said, lowly. "Steve's not in this." 


"Why? Does he know what you're doing?" Viv asked. Frankly he was a bit surprised by Joe's reaction at the 


mention of Steve. 


"Just no, mate, but regardless, he's aware," Joe replied. "We'll release the album we never finished as Def 


Leppard with him and then we'll break it up and start this new band" 
"Where is Steve? | haven't seen him around lately," Sav frowned, growing concerned. 
"Working a lot lately," Joe said, simply. 


His vague answers indicated he wasn't willing to give into what was going on with Steve and him. Sav didn't like 


that factor either so he decided he would pay Steve a visit later. 
"What would we call ourselves Joe?" Sav asked, quietly. 
"Hmm..." 


"Flatbird.." Phil suggested. "I don't know, it just came to me." 


"Flatbird? Ded Flatbird," Joe nodded. "I think that works" 

"Yeah," Phil nodded. 

"We won't focus on new material, we'll just play for now," Joe said. "And Peter says he'll stick by us” 
"Yeah, okay," Sav replied, as Rick nodded too. "I got to talk to Steve. 

‘Leave it be mate," Joe said, rolling his head from side to side. 


"Joe, | have to admit, you just cut him off without any explanation. As far as | knew, your relationship was 


going well," Viv said, softly. 

"Its fine but he can't play right now," Joe replied, tightening his jaw. 

"Why?" Sav asked, refusing to let it go. 

"He's an alcoholic," Joe spat, causing Phil to inhale sharply. "Do you remember when we went to the hospital? 
That sod | said about a horrible pain he had? Well it was sod! | found him unconscious on the ground outside 


our apartment, he was unconscious and it led to a coma He's an addict and | don't want him near temptation" 


"Wow!" Viv said in surprise. He wasn't aware it was that bad; Steve drank a lot but he didn't realize it was to 


the point where it was a problem. 


"Now let it go and focus on the damn band," Joe snapped, pulling away from the counter and stepping into the 


backroom. It was awkward to see him snap that way; he usually kept his cool. 
He didn't really mean to snap at them; they were just concerned for a friend but this wasn't just the usual 


friend for him, this was his boyfriend and it was a sensitive subject. He didn't know how to handle this type of 
thing except to cut Steve from the band. 


Steve brushed his hands through his hair and closed his eyes as he enjoyed his evening brew at a little shop 
down the street from the flat. He glanced upward and saw Sav walk in with Vivian and he groaned. Sav was 
rather unreadable but Vivian looked concerned and he hated that. 


"Ey mate, how's it going?" Steve asked. 


"Not terrible but you stopped coming around," Viv smiled, lightly. 


"Joe asked me to," Steve said, simply. 


"He told us why the band broke up," Sav replied, rather bluntly. Sav was blunter than Viv, who tended to work 
his way to the subject instead of just bringing it up. 


"Did he now?" Steve responded. "What did he say? That l'm an alcoholic and a pill addict just because of one 


incident? | wanted this to stay secret because | didn't want anyone to worry.” 


"You're not the only one with secrets that would cause worry, Steve," Viv sighed. "But he never said a thing 


about the pills." 


"Oh!" Steve replied, quietly. He was curious what Vivian meant by that but he wouldn't ask right now, and 


apparently neither would Sav. "Have fun with your new band." 
"Steve..." 


It shut my mind up for a little while and | just took it too far," Steve interrupted. "I felt relief from him for 


once." 

"From whom?" Viv asked, concerned. 

"Me dad," Steve responded, bitterly. 

Vivian didn't know how to respond to this because both he and Sav had wonderful parents. At least Steve was 


admitting that he took it too far though, instead of denying it. It didn't make Sav feel any better though, 


especially since Steve had a taste for alcohol. 


Meanwhile, Joe came out of the backroom after a prolonged amount of time and glanced around. He noticed Viv 
and Sav weren't there but he had a good idea where they were. He sighed and leaned against the counter, 
tapping the counter with his fingernails. 

"I didn't mean to snap," Joe said, and that was as close as they were going to get to an apology. 

"I know mate," Phil replied, softly. 


Joe shook his head. "I hate him..| hate Steve for making me feel this way..for making me fall.” 


Phil didn’t miss his flustered expression. Joe rarely expressed concern, even when he was concerned. It was 


just the way he was; he always put a strong face on 


"You hate him because you fell in love with him," Phil said, softly. 

"Yeah, | was getting to saying that," Joe grumbled. 

Phil nodded. "Aye but you wouldn't have said it, instead you would trail off again 

Joe nodded but he didn't say anything and he didn't have to. Before he met these guys, it was always Phil and 
he, and later Vivian who were best friends. He didn't have to say anything, they could just sit there and 
determine what each other's mood was. Vivian was quite the hard case but Phil and Joe was pretty straight 


forward, and less secretive. 


Joe's attention turned when Sav and Viv walked in with Steve following slowly. Steve held up his hand, begging 
Joe silently, not to say anything about him being there. 


"You should take on personas in your new band," Steve said, quietly. 
"What?" 

"It would be an interesting little thing, don't you think?" Steve asked 

Joe contemplated the idea "Yes, | ‘spose it would’ 

Steve smiled a little bit and sat next to Joe. He asked Vivian for water and set his fingers on the counter. He 


felt Joe's hand touching his but didn't make any attempts to pull away. Joe and the guys were the only 
comforting guys he had around him these days. 


It was a little over a month later when Steve could walk in the club and have a drink without Joe making a 
fuss. Joe didn't like it when he drank too much so he forbid him to bring anymore alcohol into the flat until he 


was sure Steve could handle his urges and his father. 


Steve glanced at the stage and watched Ded Flatbird perform and he had to admit, they were really good. Joe 
was such a show-off and he smirked at this factor. He glanced down at his hands and once the band went off, 
the crowds continued to cheer. Steve was happy he didn't have to deal with the stress and pressure. He was 
sleeping a little more, eating a little bit more, and even starting to gain a little weight like he should have. In 


the same breath, he missed playing and he knew Joe could see it. 
"Stevie..." 


Steve glanced up and smiled as Joe quickly pecked his lips with a kiss. "You guys performed well." 


"| know,” Joe said, confidently. "The fans loved it and cheered for us even after we got off stage." 
'| noticed," Steve replied, quietly. 

"Are you dischuffed or something?" Joe asked, bluntly. 

"No, I'm happy but | have to get to work," Steve replied, calmly. 

"This late?" Joe asked, frowning. 


"They asked me if | could come in for more late shifts," Steve said. "| would have been rather annoyed if | said 


no. 
"Why?" 


"Because | would have regretted it; l'm making more this way and it's keeping me busy," Steve answered. "I'm 


fine Joe, | just miss it is all but it really is better this way, honestly.” 
‘If you say so." 


Joe wasn't sure about this; Steve was so feisty and on the defense but right now, he seemed to be so 
vulnerable and like an open book about his feelings; that was a little different. 


Steve leaned forward to kiss Joe before walking out for his shift. He really wasn't upset, it was more of a 
nostalgia and working kept his mind busy. Even better, it kept his father's words out of his head and kept him 
from thinking about the bottle. He would be fine though; he knew he would and Joe would fight the gates of 
hell before he let anything happen. The thought put a smirk on his face and just the fact that Joe made him 


smile without being there assured him it would be fine. 


Long Way to go 
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The guys finished their album as Def Leppard and after a small tour they were talked into, they started 
performing as Ded Flatbird while Steve took up every single shift he could at the railroads. It helped him cope 
with the fact that he wasn't in the band anymore and the fact that Joe wasn't coming home at night 
anymore, which was something he couldn't help but think about. 

Steve gazed at the ceiling of the coffee shop as his father sat there and criticized his decisions once again His 
father knew he was out of the band by now and he was working railroads, which his father hated. His father 
thought he should have worked in the factory like he did. 


"What did you expect? Did you really think it would last?" Michael, his father, ranted. "Get your head out of 
the clouds." 


"But dad, he only let me out for my safety," Steve argued. 

Michael snorted. "Is that what he told you? Are you really stupid enough to believe that boy?" 

"I believe him," Steve answered, simply. 

"| raised you to be smarter than that," His dad said. 

‘Mum raised me to be sensitive and comforting; you raised me to be cold Steve thought, but said nothing. 

He let his father continue his rant and once he left, Steve decided to go to the Hysteria code. He glanced in the 
backroom and saw Joe talking with Phil and Sav. He seemed to be rather busy so Steve backed up and turned 
around. He was aiming for some sort of distraction from his father's words but he needed to stop being so 


sensitive anyway. 


"Stevie?" Viv called. 


Steve took a deep breath and turned to face Vivian. "Ey?" 

Steve figured it was all over his face that he was struggling with something because Viv furrowed his brows. 
He hated how he was just an open book now and he blamed Joe for that. Even after all the time he knew the 
guys, he still wasn't used to someone expressing that they actually cared without criticizing him. 

"Are you okay?" Viv asked, tossing the rag on the counter and moving out from behind the bar. 

‘| really hate being so obvious," Steve answered, quietly. 


Viv sighed. "I know but you are, now tell me what's wrong, please?" 


Viv kept his voice calm but made sure to keep the concern in his tone. He just had this way about him and he 


had learned how to approach Steve without causing him to jump on the defense. 
"Me dad; | know Joe will be upset | saw him again." Steve started. "l-" 


Steve kept trailing off but the minute he mentioned his dad, Viv didn't need any more details. Viv stepped away 
and poked his head in the backroom with a slight smile. 


I'm going to call it a day mates," Viv said. 

"Alright mate," Phil nodded. "You going to shoot off then?" 

"Aye, Steve is here and I'm going to get him out of here," Viv responded. 
"Steve's here? Why didn't he tell me?" Joe frowned. 


'| spose it's because he knows you'll be dischuffed knowing he saw that bigot master again and took what he 
said to heart,” Viv answered, honestly. 


"Eh?" Phil frowned in confusion. 
"His dad," Joe said, breathing through his nose. "How does he seem?" 
"Like he's kept it together so long and now having hard time keeping it together,” Viv answered. 


Joe rubbed the bridge of his nose and grunted in frustration. "At some point, will you drop him off at the flat 


and for God's sake mate, eat something and get some rest? You're losing weight." 


Viv nodded. "Of course." 


Viv stepped away and urged Steve to follow him out, in which the blonde complied. Steve said nothing as he got 
in the car and Viv took note that he would need to approach the subject carefully. 


"What exactly did he say?" Viv asked. 


Steve didn't say anything at first but eventually he sighed. "Joe was just trying to get rid of me, I'm stupid, 
and | need to get me head out of the clouds." 


"You know that's bullocks right?" Viv said, softly. 
"Yeah but." Steve paused for a minute. "It still stings, especially from him." 


"I can imagine it does," Viv said, before pausing as well. "I suspect the lad has never been shown any kind of 
true support thus why he responds the way he does. Steve, listen! | won't tell you what you should or 
shouldn't do. | know Joe has that habit but he means well, he really does, no matter how he comes across. 
Anyway, | do suggest you follow his advice and refrain from seeing your dad so much. He affects you a lot 
and it hurts you, | know it does. Sure he's not laying a hand on you but he's hurting you regardless of 
whether or not he is. You're fighting so hard mate; you fight your emotions just to please him, and the 
drinking which is partially caused by him, and getting close to anyone, and so much more. He's just not helping 


matters any and frankly, | don't like the bastard." 

Viv could say a lot more but unlike Joe, he did keep certain thoughts to himself when it regarded such a 
sensitive subject. Steve seemed to muse over his words and it wasn't as if Joe's words meant nothing to him, 
but Viv had a way of puting it in such a way that didn't sound demanding. Of course he understand why Joe 
got that way with him; he was stubborn but it was nice to have someone put it in a less forceful way. 
"You're right and | really did try when Joe told me not to take it to heart, I'm just-" Steve trailed, 

"You're just sensitive no matter how you put it mate," Viv smiled, slightly. "You hide it well but that sensitivity 
is still there. That's why you feel offended easier than someone else would and that's why you defend yourself 
so constantly." 

"Yeah," Steve mumbled, bitterly. It was almost as if he detested this factor. 

"Don't see it as an insult or a negative trait, it's actually the opposite Steve." 

"You're a good friend, Vivian," Steve smiled, lightly. 


Viv didn't miss that he was eager to change the subject. "Thank you." 


Vivian pulled up to Steve and Joe's flat, and smiled lightly. He could have said something but he didn't, words 


weren't always needed. 


"We'll chat it up later but before | go Viv, | been meaning to ask you something," Steve said. 

"Shoot!" Viv nodded, smiling softly. 

‘Some time ago, you said something that caught my attention. You said | wasn't the only one with secrets that 
would cause worry, what was the meaning behind that?" Steve asked, noticing the smile across Viv's face 


fading. "| opened up to you; pay me the same respect.” 


| was going to tell you guys anyway, | just wasn't going to so soon | was going to wait until | went through 
treatment," Viv said, softly, before pausing. 


"Treatment? For what?" Steve asked, frowning. 
"Steve, |-" Viv sighed. "Sod! I've been diagnosed with Hodgkin's Lymphoma mate." 


Steve looked surprised but it did explain why Viv was looking so thin, tired, and pale. Steve didn't know how to 
respond to that except pull his hand over his mouth. 


"They can treat it, right?" Steve asked. 


"Yeah, they have treatments for this but there's no guarantees. My insurance covers half of it but it really 


will put me in a rut," Viv responded, honestly. 
"Oh god Vivian," Steve whispered. "Are you keeping this secret or do you plan to tell the guys?" 


Viv sighed. "I'm going to tell them and | realize you'll want to tell Joe, you can, I'm not exactly keeping it from 


him or any of you." 


Steve nodded and opened the door to leave but he reached around and hugged Vivian, much to his surprise. He 
sighed and hugged back as Steve looked at him with concern. 


"We got your back Viv," Steve said, softly. 
Viv smiled softly. "I know and | love you guys." 


Steve smiled slightly before finally taking his leave. He waited for Viv to drive off before he entered the flat. 
He glanced up and Joe was home by this time. He could see Joe looked frustrated and he assumed it was 
because Joe knew he saw his father. 


"I wish you would stop letting him hurt you," Joe said, immediately. "The man doesn’t possess a nice bone in his 
whole body. When you first told me about him, | understood you a bit more but | didn't realize what a bastard 
he was. Now | think he's trying to break you down so he could say he told you so- why do you look so 


stressed?" 


"Who fuckin’ cares about me? It's not important. Viv is really sick," Steve blurted out. "He was going to tell us 


but he was going to wait until treatment" 
"Hush up, | care about you, you bloody wanker, and treatment?" Joe frowned. "Treatment for what?" 

"Hodgkin's lymphoma," Steve answered 

Joe didn't know what to say; in fact, he said nothing for the moment. He took a deep breath and proceeded 
toward Steve. He grabbed Steve's shoulders and pushed him against the wall He seriously felt like he was going 


backwards with Steve's insecurity and he didn't need this, especially not now that one of their friends was sick 


"For one, stop your rubbish! Your father always does this to you and if | hear it one more time, I'll knock the 
bigot out myself," Joe said, before pausing. "For two, how is Viv paying for all this?" 


Steve frowned since Joe never threatened violence, or not that he had seen but he didn't say anything on it. 
"His insurance will pay for half of it," Steve answered. "He has to pay the other half" 

Joe nodded in thought. "Spose that means more work for us; we'll help him out 

There was no question about it! 


Joe didn't need to think about it; it was an automatic instant to help out. Vivian was their best friend and he 
tended to be the calm in the storm, so if Joe could help out, he would. 


It didnt take long for everyone to find out about Viv's disease and nobody wanted to bring it up but eventually 
Sav did. 


"You're going through chemo now, right?" Sav asked. 

"I start Wednesday,” Vivian said. 

"Where's your daughter during this?" Sav asked. 

"My sister will be taking her temporarily," Viv responded. 


Steve got out of his chair and handed Viv an envelope. He knew the Irish man wouldn't be happy with any sort 
of help but he didn't care, he was going to help the bastard. 


"You don't need to do this guys,” Viv sighed, 
Steve shook his head. "We're not doing it because we feel we ‘need’ to, we're doing it because we want to’ 
"Quite right!" Joe nodded 

Viv smiled, slightly, but his smile faded quickly. *Hll be okay’ 

"Course you will," Sav nodded "Are you scared?" 


“Terrified but panicking doesn't solve anything. It's best if we remain positive, I'm not the first lad to have this 
and what good is negativity?" Viv said. 


"True!" Sav mused 

Viv glanced up when he heard Steve breathe in sharply and watched him jump. When he turned his position, he 
saw Steve's dad at the door, which prompted Joe to stand up. Viv stood up immediately and moved up behind 
Joe in case something went down. Joe has been extremely ticked off with Steve's dad because the man seemed 
to be drawing Steve back rather than pushing him forward. 

"Dad." Steve started. 

"Is this where you been hanging out?" Michael snickered. "How low have you gotten Steve?" 

"| just-" Steve started, and trailed off. "I don't hang here all the time; | just want to see my friends." 

"You don't always get what you want in life boy, now get your arse in the car, we're leaving," Michael said. 
"Nol" Steve said, weakly, and frankly Joe hated how weak he became around his father. 

"No? | raised you better than this," his dad snapped. "See these so-called friends of yours are a bad influence." 
"No! You're the bad influence, all you do is cut me down dad. You're-" 


"A bastard," Joe interrupted. 


"You stay out of this boy," Michael snapped at Joe, before grabbing Steve's arm. "We're leaving and you're 
going to stop with this disrespect.” 


It happened so fast that Steve didn't have time to think but immediately, Joe stepped up. He heard his quick 
steps and suddenly Steve was jerked away from his father. Steve winced when Joe swung his fist and hit his 
father in the face, nearly knocking him off his balance. He almost swung back but stopped himself when he 

noticed light bruising forming across Steve's arm. Not to mention, Steve pulled Joe back as a way to protect 


him from getting hit. He looked shocked because he literally didnt mean to bruise him. 
"Just leave dad," Steve pleaded. 

Michael seemed surprised still. "Stephen, [-" 

"| know dad, just go," Steve said, softly. 


He turned slowly and walked out without another breath as Steve rubbed his own arm. Joe turned to check 


over his arm and pulled Steve in his arms because his lover looked so small and emotional in that moment. 
"How bloody embarrassing!” Steve sighed, trying to keep his voice from breaking, 

This was so stupid! Just so stupid! 

Why was he on the verge of crying? He felt so stupid and weak! 

"You're not stupid! Now stop this bloody rubbish!" Joe said, sharply. 


Steve didn't realize he had said that out loud or else he wouldn't have. He hated losing control and realization of 


what he was or wasn't saying 
"Yeah Steve, don't be so down on yourself" Viv said, softly. 

‘Let's forget this, yeah? You have our support Vivian," Steve replied, trying to change the subject quickly 
That was a hard thing to just forget but Viv let it go for now. "I know and | love you guys’ 

"We love you too," Phil said, softly. 


Steve pulled away and rushed into the back room, trying to contain what was left of his control. Joe held up a 
finger and followed quickly after Steve. 


"Stay away from him!" Joe said as he entered. 

Steve was trying his best to blink away tears. "Okay." 

"And stop being so hard on yourself, he's a bloody bastard," Joe said, pulling Steve into his arms. 
Steve finally wrapped his arms around Joe. "| miss you coming home at night." 


"Then you should have said something; I'll start coming home at night. | just been so busy with the band and all 
that sod. Not the mention the journalism but if the band starts again, I'll come home at night," Joe replied "As 


of now, it's on hiatus." 

"| feel so embarrassed and stupid, feminine and weak." 

"Stop it Stephen, just stop," Joe said, though he was surprised when he felt tears on his shirt. He knew after 
each visit, Steve said he did let out his emotions but he didn't realize it did this to him. In fact, this was the 
first time he saw him cry and he believed this was the first time Steve cried in a long time. 


"You're not weak love, you just have a heart. That's not a bad thing Stevie and stop seeing it as such." 


He suddenly felt more protective of Steve than ever and tightened his hold around him. His father really did 


break him and it was no wonder Steve's self-esteem was so low. 

"Now lets focus on helping Viv, yeah?" Joe suggested, knowing Steve wanted the subject changed. 

Yes, let's-" Steve nodded, wiping his tears. "I can get more shifts, can you get more writing jobs?" 

"I believe so, it shouldn't be a problem," Joe nodded. 

"| can too, it won't be a problem," Sav said, from the door, not bothering to mention he had seen their tender 


moment. "Phil has agreed to give Viv a raise and on the checks that he doesn't have bills on, he'll save a 


portion of it for Viv's treatment" 
"Good!" Steve nodded. 


Nothing else needed to be discussed. They handled everything in a few words and they would find a way to get 
Viv through this, as well as get Steve through his personal problems. 


Stand Up 


Author's Notes: 
Here's another chapter.. 


By the time Viv's first chemo treatment came, the guys had managed to gather a good chunk of money for 
Viv and sent it to him in an envelope. They didn't see Viv the whole day of his first treatment and when the 
day dragged onto the next week, nobody was willing to talk about it. 

"Ey Steve, how have you been doing lately?" Phil asked. 

Mostly they had been just hanging around, helping Phil clean, and even playing their instruments for the fun of 


it. They hadn't really been talking to each other much and their ‘foursome’ relationship had become more of a 


make-out relationship rather than actual sex except for the occasional occurrences; which had become less 


often, 

‘Ive kept away from me dad," Steve chuckled. "But it's only been about a week." 

‘Its a start," Phil nodded, reassuring. 

"He's even gone as far as ignoring the bastara's calls," Joe said, lifting his head. 

"That's good mate," Phil nodded, earning himself a nod from Steve. 

Viv felt so tired but he had to see the guys and let them know he was okay. He knew they were worried and 
they had helped him so much despite having their own needs as well. He smiled at the thought but then sighed; 
he really was the independent type so any help toward him brought on guilt at times. 

He walked in the back doors of the Hysteria Code and made his way to the bar area. He had to use everything 
he had to get here; he was so weak at the moment but it was worth it. He saw the guys sitting around the 
bar area and smiled lightly. 


"Are you trying to get smashed?" Viv asked, smiling slightly. 


Steve glanced around as Viv walked up behind the bar to refill everyone's drinks. He could see the shock and 
concern on their faces but he did expect that much. 


"How are you feeling Vivian?" Sav asked. 


Viv smiled, tiredly. "I ‘ave to be honest mate, I'm tired, really tired. | feel nauseated and | feel weak but l'm 


okay." 

"You should be resting then mate," Sav responded, 

‘Im fine Savvy, | ‘ad to let you guys know l'm still alive and kickin’, Viv said. 
"And you still ‘ave your hair mate," Steve smiled, slightly. 


"Aye, | said that too but the doc says it's only the first treatment. In order words, not for long," Viv 
responded, smiling a bit. "It's okay." 


If you say so," Joe frowned. "Vivian, sit down mate, you look done in; you're ready to hit the ground from the 


looks of it" 


"Honestly mate, | feel like it too," Viv smiled, lightly. "The doctors warned me of the symptoms though so | am 
aware it's just part of this sod of a process." 


"Did you drive here mate?" Joe asked. 
"Gods no, | took a taxi," Viv replied. 
Joe nodded and stood. "I'll take you home mate." 


"Look guys! | know you're trying to look out for me but if you leave me at home with nothing to do, itll drive 
me insane. | need to be doing something," Viv said, softly, 


"Always on the move Vivian," Phil chuckled. 
"Of course mate," Viv smiled. 


Joe hesitated but nodded. "Alright mate but if you start to feel faint, use the back room. How did your 


treatment go and when is your next chemo treatment?" 

"| will do," Viv nodded. "| had treatment last week; | stayed in the hospital for three days. Two of those days | 
was receiving treatment, so it will be a few weeks before | go in again It gives my body a break and a chance 
to build new cells." 

"Viv, can | come with you to your next treatment?" Steve asked, softly. 


"What? Really?" Viv responded with a question of his own. He looked surprised by the question. 


"Yes, | want to see how this process works," Steve said. "I mean if you don't want me to go, | won't but I'm 


genuinely curious." 

Viv took a moment to respond but finally nodded. "I don't see why not mate, sure." 

He glanced at Joe and received a nod of approval. He figured Joe didn't mind because for one; Viv was his 
friend too, and for two; it made Steve's battles easier by keeping his mind away from his father and 
insecurities. 


"I'd like to come too," Sav said, earning himself a nod from Vivian. 


Steve smiled and went back to his drink as Joe enjoyed his drink on the other side of the bar. 


The next few weeks seemed to swing by without problem and before they knew it, it was time for Vivian's 
next treatment. Steve gazed out the window of the waiting room while Sav flipped the pages of a magazine. 
Steve could hear the flipping of the pages and oddly enough, that seemed to soothe his mind a bit. It felt as if 
he heard the pages, he could focus on that instead of his fears for Vivian. That's why when he stopped 
hearing the pages flip, he turned half-way and glanced at Sav. 

"Why'd you stop?" Steve asked. 


"| finished it, | need to find something else to look at," Sav said. It seemed that was his way of keeping his mind 


occupied. 


He would have gotten up to get another magazine but the doctor came out with his clipboard in hand. Steve 


turned fully and prepared himself for what the doctor was about to say. 

"You're welcome to see him now," the doctor said, simply. 

"See him? He can't go home?" Steve frowned. 

"In a few hours, yes, but we'd like to keep him for observation," the doctor explained further. 

Steve nodded slowly and followed the doctor's direction to Vivian's room. He seemed so tired but he smiled 
when he saw his mates and tried to hide the fact that he wasn't feeling too well. It was evident though and he 
knew he couldn't hide it from them. 


"How are you feeling Vivian?" Steve asked, softly. 


Vivian smiled. "Done in mate but I'm okay. They just want to keep me under observation because the side 


effects are hitting me hard." 


"They'll pass right?" Steve asked. 

‘Of course mate, they're just side effects," Vivian answered. 

As Vivian said, they were just side effects but they were noticeable side effects. However, Vivian was let out 
of the hospital a few hours later and Steve took him home. Sav and Steve were watching a little bit of 
television in Viv's living area when there was a knock at the door. Steve didn't move so Sav got up to answer 
it. Steve glanced over to see Joe and Phil walking back with him. 

"Ey love, how's Viv?" Joe asked, quickly, leaning over to kiss Steve. 

"He's resting now but the side effects are hitting him rather hard," Steve replied, returning the kiss. 

"And you?" 

"Sober, thank you," Steve replied with a little smirk. 


"Good," Joe nodded and made his way to the back room. 


Steve lay his head back and closed his eyes for what seemed like a minute until he felt Joe shake him awake. 
He jumped a litte bit but his alarmed expression softened immediately. 


"How long have | been out?" Steve asked. 
Joe replied, "An hour, give or take. Are you ready to go Stevie?" 


Steve nodded and accepted Joe's hand as he got up. He waved at Sav and Phil on his way out and moved to his 


own car. Joe grabbed his arm and turned him to face him. 
"While | did want to know whether you were sober earlier, | meant otherwise," Joe said. 


Steve looked away and nodded. "| know; I'm fine, I'm just tired and the nightmares have returned, and all this 


sod with Viv's cancer..it's a lot to take in" 

"Is it the same dreams?" Joe frowned. 

"Some of them are," Steve responded. "Joe. want to go home, let's talk about this at the flat." 

Joe seemed to be thinking it over but ultimately nodded and walked back to his car. Steve got in his own 
vehicle and decided he would follow Joe home instead of the other way around. Their flat wasn't far so it didn't 


take long for them to return home. Joe didn't question him right off, he waited until they were in the flat and 


on the couch. 


"You're keeping things from me," Joe started. 
Steve snickered. "I'm keeping nothing from you Joe; I'm just not telling you either.” 
"Why?" 


"Two reasons love; one, | didn't feel it was that important and two, you would only concern yourself with 
something that wasn't important. Its that simple," Steve said. 


"Why won't you let me in Steve?" Joe asked. “Every time | think you've opened up, you close yourself again." 
| recall you asking that question before-" Steve answered, 
"Aye and | don't mean it that way, you know damn well how | mean it” 


"I know Joe," Steve snapped back. "I do let you in more than | did; would you rather | go back to the way | 
was?" 


"'No-" 


"Just stop pestering me Joe; | have a lot on my mind and before you say you do too, | know that. l'm not as 
open as you though and even after all this time, having someone show concern is new to me. | dont think I'll 
ever get used to it but stop making this about me. Viv is the sick one," Steve explained. 


Joe mused over that thought. "Fine!" 


Joe stood up to leave but Steve grabbed his arm, causing him to glance at his frustrating boyfriend. In that 
moment, Joe realized he probably shouldn't have walked away in that way. Steve did have a fear of 
abandonment and the frown on his face looked to be fearful. Joe had gotten good at determining what Steve's 


expressions meant. 


"| just don't want the focus on me when Vivian is sick," Steve said. "But l'm having nightmares and they get so 
bad | don't fancy sleeping anymore. Why do you think | work so much? It really does have to do with that, 
among other things too. | don't remember all of them, in fact | can't remember most of them but they're not 
all the same." 


"I see," Joe sighed. "I wasn't going to walk out on you Stephen" 
"| figured but if | keep-" 


"Stop there! | don't give a bloody toss what you keep doing, I'm not walking out Steve. You have got to be the 
most bloody annoying bastard | ever had the pleasure of knowing. You have gotten to be the biggest challenge | 


have ever accepted but | happen to--" Joe interrupted, but paused. "Well you know how | feel..| love you so 


stop your rubbish." 
Steve smirked in retort. "I love you too." 
"Now about Viv, when | checked on him, he did wake. He said he feels so tired and he may have to take some 


time off for a few days. The side effects are pretty bad, right?" Joe said, only for Steve to nod. "We'll need to 


get some money together for him." 
"Done!" Steve nodded. 


"| invited Phil and Sav over and the four of us are going to chat about this and go out. | figured we could use 
a break from the usual," Joe said. 


"| agree," Steve replied. 
"But Steve, | wanted to ask you something and | don't want you to take it offensively," Joe said. 


"What?" Steve groaned. 


"Your nightmares are getting bad; you wake up covered in sweat and sometimes near tears. | don't know how 


to help your night terrors so have you thought about going to someone who can?" Joe asked. 

"What? You mean therapy?" Steve frowned. 

"Yeah, | guess and if you don't like it, you can leave but Steve, this is obviously affecting you," Joe said. "If you 
don't want to, fine, but Steve you can't go on like this. Look Vivian liked having you and Sav there with him but 
if you can barely sleep, how can you be there?" 

That might have been a low move to use Vivian's sickness but he wasn't lying either. He needed Steve to see 
that this was affecting him more than he was willing to admit. It seemed to work too because Steve's frown 
was softening a bit. 

"Joe, if | go and | don't like it-" 

"Stop going and | won't suggest it again," Joe interrupted. 

Steve frowned but nodded. "Okay, I'll give it a try but I'm not making promises about staying.’ 


"Fair enough!" Joe nodded. 


Steve seemed to accept that answer and lay back on the couch without saying anything else about it for the 
rest of the night. 


Tonight 
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Steve gazed down at his hands and then at the wall, and finally at the psychiatrist again. This was only his 
second appointment and he already wanted to quit. The psychiatrist could sense his uncomfortable feelings with 
certain people. Their first meeting only covered basics and introductions so he figured this meeting would be 
perfect for problems. 

"Welcome back Steve, l'm glad you could make it," the psychiatrist said. 

"Yeah, thanks Dr-" Steve started. 

"James, you can just call me James," Dr. James said. 


"Right!" Steve nodded. 


James straightened his position which seemed to make Steve uncomfortable and cower back. James observed 
his behavior for a minute before clearing his throat. 


"Does that make you uncomfortable? I'm sorry Steve, | didn't intentionally startle you," James said. 
"Yeah, | know, its fine," Steve replied. 


‘In our first meeting, while introducing yourself, you said you had a strained relationship with your father and 


that he's not a part of your life at the moment. Can you tell me a bit about that?" 


‘|-" Steve started, and glanced around the room. He felt enclosed and almost as if the psychiatrist was silently 
judging him. 


"Steve, anything you say is strictly between us. | won't judge anything you have to say or your reasons," 
James soothed. 


Steve nodded, slowly. "My father degrades me, my decisions, and my friends. He talks a bunch of shite and he 
rarely says anything positive to me. My boyfriend suggested | stop seeing him but it was when he got physical 
in public that | listened" 

"He abused you in public?" 

"Yeah," Steve nodded. "He's always had a streak but he never left marks on me; he did this time." 

Steve gazed out the window as the psychiatrist talked about his thoughts on the situation and how he believed 


what Steve did was right. Steve was shocked that an older figure agreed but this was a psychiatrist. Steve 


felt uncomfortable regardless of whether he agreed or not and just wanted to leave. 


Meanwhile, Joe sat at a table and watched Phil play his guitar for a moment. They had finished cleaning up the 
club for the day and had free time to do whatever they wanted They were just waiting for Steve to return 


from his appointment. 

"Ey Phil?" Joe called. 

Phil glanced up from his guitar. "Hmm?" 

"You almost ready?" Joe asked. 

| was born ready mate," Phil smiled, setting his guitar down. 

Joe nodded and stood up, grabbing his drink from the table and taking a gulp of it. Joe hid his emotions fairly 
well but Phil has known him quite a while and he knew when Joe had something on his mind; likely Steve or his 
parents. 

"Joe, how long have we known each other?" Phil asked. 

Joe furrowed his brows. "Why?" 

Phil smiled lightly, which indicated he was still waiting for an answer. 

"Since junior school..it was the last year of junior school,” Joe said. "I was eleven or near." 


"Exactly! What makes you think you can hide your feelings from me?" Phil replied. 


Joe smirked. "It's not that | think | can, it's that | know | can but when it comes to Steve..well..” 


Phil didn't miss the fact that he trailed off. "Me mum used to say love works in mysterious ways. She said my 
pa and she had a fight at one point and he stormed off. The minute he crashed his car, she could feel it or so 
she claims, and | believe her mate. She says she felt a sense of dread and she knew it was bad news. He, 
luckily, survived | had the same feeling when Sav hit his head; | just didn't say it out loud. Funny how love 
works, isn't it?" 

Joe's confused expression changed as Phil continued to speak. He only nodded after Phil spoke and he seemed to 
be in thought for a minute until he heard the door. He turned to see Steve walk in and was surprised when 
Steve walked up and wrapped his arms around him. Joe slowly returned the embrace before kissing him quickly. 
"Are you okay?" Joe asked, only to receive a nod "He made you talk about shite, right?" 

Steve nodded again. "| expected as much but | just didn't fancy getting that deep yet." 

"Let's go," Joe said, nodding, changing the subject for Steve's sake. 

"Sav?" Steve muttered, glancing around. 


"He'll meet us love," Joe soothed. 


Steve nodded and followed Joe outside to his car. Phil got in the back seat and Joe sped off, leaving tire tracks 


on the road. Nobody said much until Joe parked in front of a museum. 

"A museum?" Steve asked. 

"Yeah, Sav's choice, is that okay?" Phil said from the back seat. 

"Wow! | mean of course,” Steve said. "| happen to fancy museums." 

"Good! After we're going to the theatre and then we'll grab a bite," Joe nodded. 

They waited another few minutes for Sav and entered the museum together. Steve stood there, gazing at each 
art piece for at least IO minutes before he'd move on. They spent most of the day at the museum and then 
went to the theatre before grabbing some food. 

"Ey mates, we're gonna call it a night," Phil said, softly. 

"Sure, I'll ring you up on the phone tomorrow,” Joe nodded. 


"Right!" Phil nodded. 


Steve waved them off and slowly moved to the car himself. Joe paid for their meals and when he entered the 


car, Steve handed him the cost of his meal. 


"You don't need to pay," Joe said. 


Steve set the money down and nodded but ultimately he was leaving the money there for Joe. Joe drove off 


to a park and parked there as Steve gazed out the window. 
"It was actually pleasant today, aside from my appointment," Steve said, quietly. 
Joe nodded. "I'm glad you enjoyed; | had fun myself" 


Steve turned to look at him and immediately their lips connected with each other's. Steve pushed Joe back and 
unfastened his pants before shifting his weight. Joe moved on top of him while adjusting his pants downward as 
well. His fingers caressed over Steve's pubic hairs, ticking his skin with each caress. Steve gasped as Joe's lips 
kissed down his chest and down his hips. He scratched his nails against the seat when he felt Joe kiss his 
growing erection. Suddenly the touches and kisses stopped though. Steve opened his eyes, without realizing he 
had closed them. 


"Joe..." 

"Shh!" Joe whispered, adjusting Steve's legs. "I'm not done yet." 

Steve nodded and licked his lips while adjusting his hips in preparation. Joe pulled out the lube from under the 
seat and prepared himself before tossing it back under the seat. Steve inhaled sharply as he felt Joe pressing 
inside of him. Joe adjusted once again but he didn't waste time on thrusting. Steve grasped the seats and 
rocked his hips to Joe's rhythm, groaning with each thrust. Joe decided to test him limits and thrust faster, 
and when Steve responded positively, he began harder thrusts. 

"Shite..Shite.." Steve gasped, repeatedly. 

Joe managed to open his eyes briefly and gaze down at Steve, laid out on the seat. His eyes were closed and he 
was moaning, rocking his hips, and silently begging for more. He smirked but the smirk quickly vanished as he 
closed his eyes, enjoying the sounds of their moans mixed into one. He would give him more, he would give him 
it all night if that was what he wanted. 

The next morning, Steve woke up in the back seat of the car with just a jacket over his waist. They had 
stripped their clothes off during the night after round two of sex. Steve shifted a bit and that caused Joe to 
sit up in the front seat, and climb to the back. Steve kissed back when Joe leaned in for a peck. 

"How do you feel?" Joe asked, 


"Cold and tired, and a little uncomfortable," Steve answered. "| mean l'm naked in a car." 


"IIl drive us home," Joe nodded. "Do you work today?" 


"No, | go back tomorrow," Steve responded. 


Joe nodded and searched around for his clothes as Steve did the same. Once he was dressed, he drove them 


home, where they just undressed again and got in bed. 

Sav looked up and smiled at Viv, who was cleaning up his place. Vivian was looking a little better compared to 
when he last saw him. He had finally shaved his head but he looked just as good as ever, minus being a little 
thin. Phil sat next to him and watched as Viv scurried around, picking up things off the floor. 

‘Sorry guys, it's a little messy," Viv said. "I've been slacking a bit on upkeep." 

‘Its understandable mate, you look better," Phil nodded. 

Viv smiled. "I still feel fatigued and tired but my body is finally getting used to the other symptoms." 
"That's good," Sav said, softly. 

Viv nodded. "Quite right and it makes it easier for me when my daughter is with me." 

"That's great!" Phil smiled. "Have you talked to Joe lately?" 


"Yes and I'm aware he wants to start the band up again, is that right?" Viv asked. 


"Yeah, he does," Phil nodded. "He wants Steve to play again and when you get better, he wants you to come 


back as well” 

"Does he? He didn't give me much detail," Viv chuckled. 

"| figured, he asked me to talk to you about it, Phil chuckled as well 

"| spose | saw that coming," Viv said. ‘Im all in mate, you know | always will be for you guys” 

"Really?" Phil asked 

"Absolutely," Viv smiled. 

Back at the flat, Steve panted as his legs fell against the bed and Joe rolled off him. He didn't say anything at 
first and Joe remained silent as well. Once he caught his breath, he did finally turn his head to gaze at the 


side of Joe's face. Joe's lips curled into a smirk, which told Steve he knew he was being watched. 


"We shagged a lot," Steve said, bluntly. 


Joe broke out into laughter. "Aye, are you hurt?" 

"No but..it's abnormal for me," Steve answered, trying to hide the slight blush across his face. 

"That it is and | like this side of you," Joe joked. 

"IIl bet you do," Steve smirked in return 

To be honest, Steve felt a sense of relief having someone he could love. He would never say it out loud 
because he felt safer remaining under lock and key in a sense but he would admit it to himself. He was afraid 
to get too comfortable though because he was afraid it was all too good to be true. It wasn't because of 
anything Joe did either, it was more because of his dad. 

"You're okay right?" Joe asked, randomly. 

"Huh? Oh yeah..fine love," Steve replied. 

Joe nodded. "You just looked concerned there for a minute." 

Steve slowly nodded and turned to face Joe, not daring to ask him to stay with him today even though that's 
what he wanted. He knew Joe had to work on an article and with Joe wanting to start the band up again, they 
would need the money. 

"When are you leaving?" Steve asked. 


"| got time," Joe replied, sensing Steve's sudden mood change. 


Steve nodded and he seemed to appreciate Joe's softer side, which is why he scooted closer when Joe wrapped 
an arm around him. He didn't say anything else, he just enjoyed the embrace for the moment. 


Tomorrow 
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The weeks seemed to go by and Vivian was receiving chemo every three weeks and radiation every month. The 
symptoms were getting easier to deal with and the guys were becoming more hopeful. That was until Rick had 
a horrible accident; something that involved the rioting happening on his street. It cost him his arm, which put 
the band on hold but he seemed to be determined to play still and that was encouraging too. 

Two months passed since Rick's accident and it was the first night he was able to get out and hang with the 
guys. Steve exhaled smoke from his cigarette as Rick practiced on his new custom drum set. It didn't sound 
great but it wasn't the worst either and Steve admired the boy for continuing with his dream. 

"Freak!" One of the workers at the club laughed. 

‘Leave him alone mate," Joe snapped. "That's my brother you're talking about" 


Steve nodded. "You'll never be half the man he is, lad" 


They might not be biologically related but they were a tight-knit band and they did treat each other as family. 
While Rick didn't hang with them as much, he was still a part of their close-knit family. 


The guy immediately apologized as Phil dismissed him and told him not to bother coming back. Rick frowned but 
eventually smiled as he shook his head. 


"Sorry mates," Rick said. "I know this is all stressful and a little weird but |-" 

"Oh shut up mate, you're part of the group,” Joe interrupted. "Some wanker won't change that" 

Rick laughed and banged on the drum a few times as the other guys joined in on the laughter. 

"Don't fret too much mate,” Sav said, softly. "You're one of us." 

Rick smiled and went back to practicing as Steve smiled in return and put his cig out. He brushed his hands 


through his hair and Sav caught sight of a ring. He reached over and tugged Steve's sleeve before urging him 
to step outside with him. He figured since the rioting slowed down, it would be fine. Not to mention, he was 


feeling a little too crowded and some fresh air would do him good. Steve got up and moved outside with Sav. 
| wanted to ask you about the ring without making a scene, | mean two lads can'‘t-" 


"I know mate," Steve interrupted quickly. "Joe says if one day it's made legal, we..can and will and..| don't know, 
it sounds cheesy right?" 


Sav chuckled, softly. "No! | think its wonderful” 
"Really?" Steve smiled in return, 
"Yeah, it's sweet,” Sav nodded. "You've changed Steve, for the better; I'm glad." 


"I know and Joe makes sure | know that. We're doing really well mate and I'm finally starting to let go of my 


insecurities. l'm really happy Sav...” 
"lm glad Steve," Sav said, smiling. "Truly, | am." 


Steve heard Vivian cry out and glanced over to see Vivian trying to get past the crowds that were at the end 
of the street, suddenly. Steve frowned and immediately walked over to assist Viv as Sav rushed to get Joe and 


Phil. Steve pushed his way past the cars and slid into the crowds. 
"Vivian." Steve called. 

"Steve, get out of this mess,” Viv replied, making his way to Steve. 

| will but you're coming too mate," Steve yelled. "Let's get out of ‘ere." 


Viv nodded as Steve tried to push his way through the crowds and winced when he heard a fight break out. He 
bumped against one of the rioters and the man turned around and hit him in the face, assuming he wanted to 
fight. Steve stumbled backwards and hit the ground but chose not to get up. Vivian had made his way out of 


the crowds when he realized Steve wasn't behind him. 
"Joe..Joe.." Viv called out. 


Joe was already running toward the crowds as Steve held his hand over his now bloody nose. Phil was following 
right behind him as Sav pulled Vivian away from the crowds. Steve crawled away from the man and stood up 
slowly. He was walking right into the fight between two rioters and felt a sharp pain in his abdomen. He looked 
down to see blood before backing up quickly. Then the shock started kicking in and he was left wondering how 
things escalated so fast. 


Steve pushed his way through crowds and some of the crowds opted to help him out before he hit the ground 
again He felt a wave of drowsiness and his sight was starting to get glossy. He felt someone touch his 
shoulder and pull him up as he started to struggle lightly in fear that someone was about to finish the job. 
"No... 


"Steve, its Joe, just stay calm," Joe said, softly. "Don't you dare close your eyes on me Stevie, do you hear 


me?" 


"You stayed with me all this time, stay with me again," Steve said, and Joe could tell he wasn't fully there 


anymore. 


"I told you | would," Joe said, glancing up at Phil, who had already called for an ambulance. "| told you before 
and I'll tell you again, | love you Stephen Clark." 


"I love you too Joseph Elliott," Steve replied after a minute. "I love your-" 
"Steve, don't you close your eyes, stay with me. Steve..Steve..." 


Steve closed his eyes as his smile faded and the last thing he heard was Joe's voice calling his name. It would 


figure; he was finally learning to accept that these guys did care for him and this happens. Rotten luck! 


Forty-eight hours later, Joe sat in the hospital room next to Steve, who was put in a coma. Joe wouldn't move 


unless it was to the bathroom or to get coffee from the cafeteria. 
"I'm so sorry mate," Viv said, softly. "I told him to get out; | would have found a way out. | don't-" 


"Stop blaming yourself Vivian," Joe replied, quietly. "Steve is stubborn, we've all seen that and he's determined 
to prove his worthiness. No matter how many times | tell him to stop that rubbish, he doesn't" 


"| know, | feel so bad though," Viv sighed. 


‘It's not your fault love," Joe sighed, finally looking up at Vivian. "It's not Sav's fault either, he's feeling guilty 
himself." 


Did he really believe that? 
Absolutely. Vivian could have never predicted that Steve was going to do this and even if he did, nothing was 
going to stop Steve from doing what he wanted to. As for Sav, who knew that the rioters were out and about 


again? They sure didn't. 


The beeping of the machine startled Joe as Viv immediately stepped into the hall to get a nurse. Not a 
moment later, the nurse returned with a doctor and they asked Joe to step outside the room. So he did as he 


was told and paced the hallway as Viv stood there with him and Phil sat in the waiting room with Sav and Rick 
"You have to come back Stevie..| haven't figured you out completely yet..come back," Joe said to himself. 


That was the last thing he said before the doctor came out with the news. He was hopeful but he was fearful 


and Phil swore Joe wasn't purposely displaying his emotions this time around. 


Sometime later... 


Joe gazed down at the gravestone long after everyone, except the guys, left. He knew there was a possibility 
of this happening but he didn't really believe it would. He figured he would get better and make a full recovery, 
and everything would go back to normal. 

‘| can't believe it," Joe muttered, softly. 

"I know mate, | know," Phil sighed, patting Joe's back gently. 

Joe closed his eyes but opened them a minute later and glanced over his shoulder to see Steve finish up his 
cigarette and make his way back to Joe. Steve took Joe's hand and didn't make any other obvious displays of 
affection but his expression was enough. 

Steve was still in recovery and therapy from his stabbing. He nearly died at least twice and he was in a coma 
for quite some time. Joe didn't completely understand it but apparently because of the angle the knife stabbed 


him, it nearly cost him his life. So because he was still in delicate condition, Vivian took his place in the band. 


Even so, Joe was so relieved that Steve survived after several weeks in a coma His joy was only short lived 
because of his dad's death. 

"Your father wouldn't want to see you hurting," Phil said. 

"Surely he understands though," Joe responded. 

"I'm sure he does," Phil nodded. 


Joe sighed and idly nodded. "Let's go, it's almost time for Vivian's treatment appointment." 


Steve nodded and allowed Joe to lead him off as Phil and Sav followed them idly. Today wasn't a good day but 


there was tomorrow; there was always tomorrow. 


